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Ever since her sister left town to join PUP Squad Alpha, Jennifer Hastings has 
struggled with the feeling of being left behind. Enjoying sexy dreams about 
Thomas Hagen and Adam Johnson is probably not the healthiest way to deal 
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When she’s abducted, Jennifer fears no one will notice her missing. But two 
determined werewolves are coming to claim their mate and they’re not going to 
be put off by anything—not the lady’s stubbornness or an invincible pixie king. 
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Prologue 


Emmallina Constance DeKardoin was considered royalty 
among her people, yet the title of Queen had never really 
made her feel comfortable. Inside her head she was plain 
old Emmallina—ordinary, common, everyday, garden- 
variety pixie. 

But she was also a woman who loved her husband very 
much. The fact that he was the pixie king had never 
mattered to her. Emmallina knew in her heart that she 
would have loved the man no matter what his title. 

“Dex?” she asked as he walked tiredly into their 
bedroom. “Anything?” 

He shook his head, his despair quite obvious. They’d 
been searching for their youngest daughter for several days 
now. Connistanterina was willful, belligerent, and arrogant, 
and the only one of Emmallina’s offspring to have joined the 
Pixie League of Assassins, but it wasn’t like her to go 
anywhere without telling them. Once they'd realized she 
was missing, tracing her movements had been nearly 
impossible, but it had been the shock of learning that she’d 
been assassinating humans without the king’s knowledge 
that hit them both hardest. The head of the PLA denied 
giving her the assignment, but Emmallina had long 
suspected that the king was often left out of the loop when 
it came to that particular branch of his kingdom. 

The Pixie League of Assassins had once been a noble 
institution, only accepting contracts that would rid the 
paranormal world of dangerous individuals who threatened 
the safety of the rest of the community. Quite often the 
request came directly from the Ruling Body. But recent 
decades had seen a turn toward a more profit- based 
attitude, and many of the recent contracts lacked the 
righteousness of the early days. It had been the reason for 
Emmallina’s suggestion that they shut down the PLA 
decades ago. 


Her husband sighed as he sat on the edge of the bed 
they shared. He had aged considerably over the past few 
weeks. His usual robust health had been replaced with a 
sickly gray pallor. It was true that pixies were mostly 
indestructible, but being able to recover from physical 
wounds didn’t help them when it came to the soul-deep 
ache of a missing daughter. It didn’t matter that 
Connistanterina and her sisters were fully grown pixies. As 
parents they would always worry about their children, no 
matter how old they got. 

“I should have listened to you,” Dex said in a voice only 
She had ever heard come from her husband’s mouth. In 
public he was the infallible king of the pixies. In their 
bedroom he was simply a man. She wanted to agree with 
him, but it was hard enough for a pixie born into royalty to 
admit he’d been wrong. The last thing he needed was his 
wife rubbing salt into his wounded soul. 

“We will find her,” Emmallina said quietly. 

“I am no longer so sure,” he said, showing a vulnerability 
he would never let another see. Only here, in the sanctity of 
their bedroom, could he be a father deeply worried for the 
safety of his child. “Connistanterina wasn’t just my youngest 
daughter. She was also one of my best-trained assassins. If 
she has not been able to fight her way back home, then 
there is little hope that she is still alive.” 

Emmallina felt tears fill her eyes, but she shook her head 
in denial. “Do not speak of my daughter in the past tense. 
We will find her.” 

Her husband nodded in agreement, but it was obvious 
that he didn’t truly believe it. 

“There is only one way to kill a pixie,” Dex said tiredly. 
Emmallina nodded. It was the most guarded of all secrets 
within the pixie community, and it was quite likely many 
pixies themselves did not know of it. “If humans have 
discovered how to kill us, the world has just become a far 
more dangerous place. Humans are not known for their 
restraint when it comes to killing. They kill randomly without 


reason or regard, and they outnumber pixies by millions to 
one.” 

In other words, pixies could become the next extinct 
species on the planet. 


Chapter One 


Jennifer moaned in her sleep. Somehow she knew she 
was dreaming, but it didn’t stop the terror gripping her as 
She watched Thomas get crushed in the arms of a 
murderous vampire. She cried out in horror as the dream 
went a step further than what had actually happened. This 
time the vampire crushed the life from the wolf, and then 
did the same to Adam. She whimpered as Thomas changed 
to his human form and fell dead to the floor, Adam beside 
him, their sightless eyes staring up at her. 

In her dream she ran to them, pushing past her sister, 
Skye, despite the woman’s vampiric strength. Tears flowed 
down Jennifer’s face, blurring her vision as she fell to her 
knees beside Adam’s and Thomas’s lifeless forms. The 
vampire laughed, the cruel and soulless sound filling the 
Small room. 

“Come here,” he ordered, compelling her with his 
vampiric skill. She whimpered as she did exactly what he 
told her, this time her sister unable to stop her. She moved 
into the vampire’s embrace, and realized she no longer 
cared what happened. Thomas was dead. Adam was dead. 
Her sister was a vampire and had a life of her own. Jennifer 
was the one left behind to live the day-to-day drudgery of 
an ordinary life. 

She watched, somehow outside herself, as the vampire 
bit into her neck, the room suddenly empty of everything 
except the one who would end her life. 

“Babe, you know it didn’t happen like this,” a voice said 
next to her ear. 

Startled, she turned to see Thomas standing beside her 
watching the strange way her dream was warping the past. 
An arm slid around her from behind, and she breathed a 
sigh of relief when she realized Adam was with him. 

“Hello, beautiful,” Adam said as he pulled her closer and 
pressed a kiss to her lips. He moved back slightly, giving 
Thomas room to kiss her as well. 


And then, holding her tightly between them, they turned 
to watch her strange dream play out. 

But this time the memory was more accurate. With the 
dream no longer embellished by her fear, Jennifer watched 
as events happened the way they had in the past. Skye held 
the other Jennifer back, stopping her from following the 
vampire’s order. The bathroom and front doors both opened 
at the same time, a strange popping noise and then blood 
everywhere. 

Skye shielded her from the worst, the blood and gore 
barely a memory as dream Jennifer moved to Thomas’s 
side. Adam held her tight as he reassured her that Thomas 
would recover quickly. 

Finally, the dream faded, the landscape of her fictional 
world now just a spotlight on the three of them. Feeling safe 
in her men’s arms, she held them both, too worried to ruin 
their brief time together with silly words. 

A real relationship between the three of them simply 
wasn’t practical. They were highly trained members of PUP 
Squad Alpha, and she was an accounts clerk in a sleepy 
little tourist town. They traveled the country. She sat still. 
They fought to protect people. She wrestled with numbers 
and missing receipts. They were long-lived werewolves. She 
was plain old ordinary human. 

“I miss you,” she finally blurted, unable to keep the 
emotions under control. Hell, it was only a dream. She knew 
that. But it didn’t stop her from wanting it to be real. She’d 
spent only a few hours with them, and that had been 
months ago, but somehow she missed them even more than 
she missed Skye. 

Considering that her younger sister’s absence left a 
gaping emotional hole in her chest, she couldn’t even 
describe what missing Thomas and Adam was doing to her. 

“Babe,” Thomas said as he pulled her closer. “We miss 
you, too.” 

“| don’t understand why | feel this way. | barely know 
you.” 


Adam sighed, pulled her away from Thomas, and 
wrapped her in his warm embrace. “It’s because we're 
mates. We can deny the attraction all we like, but it won’t 
change the fact that we were meant to be together.” 

“We talked about this,” Thomas said with a low growl. 

“Maybe it’s time to talk about it again,” Adam said 
angrily. He hugged Jennifer to him as if he were afraid she’d 
disappear. Considering she felt the same way, she tightened 
her grip as well. “Denying the connection is making us all 
miserable.” 

“Loving us could get her killed.” 

“We can protect her. We have choices. Fuck, if it can 
work for Alex and Ronan with Kali, and Brody and Nathan 
with Ava, surely we can find a way to keep Jennifer close 
without putting her in danger.” 

“So we should...what? Ignore the fact that her first time 
meeting us almost got her killed?” 

“No,” Adam said in a voice that betrayed the anger he 
felt toward Thomas at that moment. “Do you really think I’d 
put my mate at risk like that? I’d die before | let that 
happen. Hell, I’ve been considering retiring from the PUP 
squad for years. Maybe now is the time to consider going 
home to the pack.” 

“Fine,” Thomas said, sounding suddenly very tired. “We'll 
discuss this once our current assignment is complete.” 

“You will?” Jennifer asked with far more excitement than 
she knew was healthy. This was just a dream for heaven’s 
Sake. 

“We will,” Adam said, emphasizing the word we. “All 
three of us will discuss this aS soon aS we wrap up our 
current mission.” Jennifer smiled, clinging to her men, 
dreaming of a future together, willing to overlook the fact 
that this was just a fantasy. 


* OK OOK OK 


It felt like heaven to have her in his arms again. Thomas 
had grown up with the knowledge that mating dreams felt 
completely real, but until this moment he’d never truly 
believed it. He was almost certain that when he woke this 
memory would be as clear and as cherished as their brief 
time together four months ago. 

He was a little surprised to realize they were all naked. 
He wasn’t sure who managed to change that part of the 
dream, but his cock reacted swiftly to the touch of his 
mate’s naked body. She moaned, pressing her soft belly 
against his rock-hard erection. 

Unable to stop himself, he ran his hands all over her 
back, dipping lower to caress the soft flesh at the top of her 
ass. She leaned up, pressing kisses to his throat and 
nibbling little bites to his jaw. Adam moved closer, sweeping 
aside the strawberry-blonde curtain of her hair to press 
kisses to the back of her neck. 

“Last time we saw you this was red,” Adam said curiously 
as he let her long, straight hair filter through his fingers. 

“After meeting a vampire who preferred to murder 
redheads,” she said, turning in Thomas’s embrace, “l 
decided that the occasional blonde joke wasn’t so bad.” She 
wrapped her arms around Adam’s neck and pressed her 
delectable bottom against Thomas’s thighs. “But | don’t 
want to think about that at the moment. | want you to make 
love to me. Both of you.” 

Thomas’s cock grew so hard that his eyes almost 
crossed, but she needed to understand what she was 
asking. If they made love inside the mating dream, their 
connection would only grow stronger, their obsession, their 
need, their want for one another would grow and expand 
and make it damn hard to move out of range when the time 
came for their assignment to take them elsewhere. A quick 
glance at Adam suggested he was thinking the same sort of 
things. 

“Not tonight,” Adam said, his voice sounding as strained 
as Thomas was feeling, “but maybe we can do something to 


help you sleep better.” 
“Oh,” she said, seeming both disappointed and intrigued. 


* OOK OOK OK 


Confusion was Jennifer's biggest emotion at that 
moment. It was her dream. Shouldn’t she be the one 
deciding when, where, and how they’d have sex? It seemed 
absurd to be turning herself down, yet that’s essentially 
what she’d just done. 

But then Adam leaned forward, sealed his lips to hers, 
and kissed her savagely. She tried to wrap her hands around 
the hard cock bobbing in front of her, but Thomas grabbed 
her arms and secured them behind her, moving them higher 
when she managed to brush her fingertips over the head of 
his hard cock. 

Thomas laughed quietly. “Behave, vixen. Let us give you 
what you need.” 

“Oh,” she said against Adam’s lips, not entirely surprised 
by the direction her imagination had taken this time. She’d 
always dreamed of having a man in her life who was strong 
enough to take charge but not so overbearing that she 
would lose her own identity. 

But all thought flew from her mind when Adam dropped 
to his knees in front of her, pressing warm kisses to her 
belly and then moving lower. He used his hands to widen 
her stance, her balance off kilter, her weight falling against 
Thomas. He wrapped an arm around her upper body, his 
hand caressing her collarbone, yet holding her securely, 
keeping her safe. 

Adam slid his hands up the back of her thighs, kneading 
the tense muscles as he traced over her mound with his 
tongue, spearing through her folds, finding her clit, and 
caressing over the taut bud. 

She cried out, the sensation too much, too fast, too soon, 
but Adam laughed quietly, the reverberation going right 
through her, her body tingling all the way to her toes, her 


pussy clenching against nothing, her breath gasping from 
her throat as arousal took hold. 

She whimpered as thick fingers pushed up into her 
pussy, Adam’s warm lips and tongue still tormenting her 
tumescent flesh as she shook all over. Thomas’s hand 
moved lower, caressing her aching breasts, soothing her 
need, but inflaming her senses. He pinched her nipple, his 
hold tightening when she moaned her delight. 

“Please,” she said on another breathy gasp. 

For a moment both men stilled, almost like they were 
conferring silently, and then suddenly everything happened 
at once. Thomas let go of her arms, trapping her hands 
between his stomach and her back, and then lifted her up 
by the thighs, his strong grip pushing her legs open wide, 
his hard cock pressed against her buttocks. 

Adam forced another finger into her pussy, stretching her 
wider, finger-fucking her faster, sucking her clit at the same 
time, his lips and tongue driving her wild, overwhelming her 
senses, pushing her need higher and higher and higher. 

“Come for us,” Thomas growled in her ear. 

The room spun wildly, her dreamscape losing cohesion 
as every nerve ending sang with climax. Jennifer shook 
hard, her orgasm going on and on and on, filling her senses, 
rolling over her again and again as completion slithered 
through her veins and exhaustion finally claimed her. 

Adam rose to stand in front of her, pressed a soft kiss to 
her lips, and then helped her to stand on her unsteady legs. 
Thomas held her up, helping her to turn in his arms so he 
could cradle her close. Every inch of her was buzzing, the 
strange fizzing feeling of being finally where she belonged 
unable to override the desperate need for sleep. 

She startled as the alarm buzzed in her ear, waking her 
from the warmth she'd felt holding her men in her dream. 
Angry at the world for interrupting the first happy moment 
she'd had since Adam and Thomas left town, she picked up 
the offensive technology and threw it against the wall. The 
clock smashed into tiny pieces, bits of plastic flying in every 


direction—a visual expression of the emotions she was 
feeling right now. Even though she’d known in the dream 
that she was dreaming, disappointment swelled through her 
heart. She pulled the pillow over her head, the tears 
overflowing, spilling onto the sheets as she cried for 
everything she couldn’t have. 


Chapter Two 


“We have a security breach. Three hours ago Hannah 
Long was killed by a pixie assassin. I’ve had reports of two 
more pixie attacks on houses that were supposedly safe. As 
of the end of this call | want everyone off the grid. Dump the 
technology, assume the safe houses are all compromised, 
and protect your charge. Report in to me—only me—at 
headquarters every forty-eight hours. Do not—repeat—do 
not advise your location to anyone. Avoid all contact with 
other paranormals, PUP squad members, and Deeks 
Security personnel.” 


It had been three weeks since Thomas’s CO, Benjamin, 
had issued that order. Three long, lonely, and so far 
uneventful weeks since the simultaneous attacks on three 
safe houses—including the one where they’d been 
protecting Kristen. 

Thomas and Adam had been suspicious of their mission 
partners for all of five minutes. It had been very obvious 
that Angus and Dyson had no intention of harming Kristen 
almost from the moment they’d plucked her from her car 
and taken her into protective custody. 

It had taken Angus and Dyson a little longer to drop their 
suspicions of each other and their werewolf teammates, but 
in the end they’d fallen back on their years working side by 
side. After fifty years together Thomas, Adam, and Dyson 
knew each member of their squad very well. They’d relied 
on each other in life-and-death situations. It seemed 
inconceivable that one of the ten permanent members of 
PUP Squad Alpha could be involved in a security leak. So 
they’d gone on instinct and chosen to trust each other. 

Trusting Angus had been a little harder—they’d worked 
with the Deeks Security employee on and off over the last 
decade or so—but it had been obvious almost from the start 
that the ice demon truly cared for Kristen. 


They’d taken turns reporting in to Benjamin every 
second day, but so far nobody had been able to identify the 
traitor. The worst part was waiting for those forty-eight 
hours to roll around. PUP Squad Alpha could literally catch 
the traitor five minutes after Thomas, Adam, Angus, and 
Dyson reported in, but it would be a whole forty-eight hours 
later before they knew what was happening. Working blind 
was something Thomas had never been comfortable with. 
He liked modern technology. He enjoyed the near-instant 
relay of information. He hated going back to the limited 
communication of a world before cell phones. 

But it was what they’d been ordered to do, so just like 
the way he coped with modern transport, he ground his 
teeth and reminded himself it was a necessary part of his 
mission. 

“Hey,” Adam mumbled in greeting as he headed for the 
coffeepot. They’d been sharing six-hour shifts between four 
of them, but since Dyson and Angus had insisted on staying 
close enough to Kristen to drag her through a slip path if an 
enemy attacked, it left Adam and Thomas patrolling the 
outside of their hideouts. It was usually something they both 
enjoyed, but they’d chosen to stay in a number of different 
tourist accommodations filled with innocent humans, so 
wandering around outside in furry form wasn’t an option. 

A few moments later Kristen came into the room with 
Angus close behind her. Thomas almost laughed at the 
annoyance on Dyson’s face. The only relief to the boredom 
of this assignment had been the interplay between the two 
demons and the woman they were protecting. Kristen 
seemed a genuinely nice person, perhaps bewildered by the 
attentions of a fire demon and an ice demon, but she 
seemed to have things under control. Considering she was 
literally dealing with the demonic version of opposites, she 
was coping quite well. 

“Good morning,” she said with a bright smile. “Give me a 
few minutes to grab a coffee and l'Il get breakfast started.” 


“I’ve already told you, Kristen, that you don’t have to 
cook. These slobs can take care of themselves.” Dyson’s 
words were filled with annoyance. Thomas managed to hide 
his smirk as Dyson crossed his arms over his broad chest as 
if that somehow ended the conversation. Fortunately, 
Kristen wasn’t intimidated in the slightest. That worked well 
for Thomas and Adam because Kristen was one hell of a 
Cook. 

She gave Dyson a happy smile. “And I’ve told you,” she 
said in a far friendlier tone than Dyson had used, “that | 
enjoy cooking and am happy to do it.” 

Angus grinned widely, managing to annoy Dyson even 
more. He looked like he might argue, but when Kristen held 
her ground, obviously ready for whatever complaint Dyson 
had next, he harrumphed and stayed quiet. 

“Eggs Benedict it is,” she said with a cheerful voice as if 
Dyson had somehow made a choice. Thomas salivated at 
the thought. He’d never been the chauvinistic type, had 
never expected a woman to cook for him, but with the 
mating dream he’d experienced with Jennifer last night his 
mind was beginning to wander in a more domestic direction. 
Of course, he’d be willing to cook as well, if it was what 
Jennifer wanted, but since a bright happy future for the 
three of them was unlikely, he tried not to think about it too 
much. 

He glanced at Adam. They’d been working side by side 
for fifty years, and he’d never mentioned retirement before 
last night’s dream. They were closer than most brothers, so 
Thomas found himself wondering why Adam hadn't said 
anything to him. He’d always assumed that Adam enjoyed 
the job as much as he did. 

“We should probably move on today,” Adam said as he 
took a seat at the table. They’d rented a self-contained 
apartment in a town not far from Jennifer’s home, which 
unfortunately explained the mating dream. The closer they 
got to her in a geographical sense, the more intense and 
frequent the dreams would become. Maybe it would have 


been better for all three of them if their work hadn’t brought 
them back close to her hometown. 

But then they might never have learned how sad their 
mate was without them. 


* OK OOK OK 


Adam could see the disappointment written on Kristen’s 
face. Only yesterday she’d told him how much she preferred 
to have a kitchen that was so well appointed. He felt like a 
bit of an ass for suggesting they move on before it was 
technically necessary, but he longed to go to Jennifer, and 
he worried that he might do something stupid like abandon 
his mission and seek out his mate. 

At least if they moved out of range of the mating 
dreams, he’d have a better chance at focusing. He had 
every intention of discussing their options as soon as this 
mission was over, but for now it seemed safer for all 
involved if he didn’t have contact—dream or otherwise— 
with a woman he missed so desperately. 

Kristen gave Adam a disappointed smile, but didn’t 
complain out loud. 

“We should be all right here for a few more days,” Angus 
said with a puzzled frown. “And besides, | don’t think 
Thomas has quite recovered from the last road trip.” 

Thomas raised a disdainful eyebrow, but refused to 
comment. It was well known among the PUP Squad Alpha 
members that Thomas hated to travel in modern transport. 
Anything that went faster than a horse left the werewolf 
looking a very sickly green color. 

“It was just a thought,” Adam said, backing down. Kristen 
was safer here than on the road. Angus had rigged up a 
portable ward protection field so they weren’t going to get 
any attackers entering the rooms by slip, bounce, or vortex 
travel. It was their job to put Kristen’s safety first, and 
despite his own intense longing for his mate, he needed to 


do his job properly. He’d find a way to balance everything. 
He had to. 

He’d never lost anyone on his watch, and he intended to 
keep things that way. 


KOK OOK OK 


“Wow, you look like shit.” 

“Thanks,” Jennifer said with a wry grin. The receptionist, 
Andie, smiled widely, grabbed hers and Jennifer’s coffee 
cups, and headed into the kitchen. “So, did you, like, have a 
great night out or something?” she asked over her shoulder. 

“No, just didn’t get much sleep.” 

“Oh, like that, was it?” she asked, poking her head out of 
the kitchen and wiggling her eyebrows. 

“Sadly, no,” Jennifer said with a quiet laugh. 

There were days when Andie made Jennifer feel 
impossibly old, but at least she was a pleasant person to 
work with. Considering the last dour-faced receptionist 
they’d had, Andie was a breath of fresh air—a bouncy, 
enthusiastic, annoyingly cheerful, nineteen-year-old breath 
of fresh air—but still a definite improvement on the last 
receptionist. 

Jennifer sat at her desk waiting for her computer to boot 
up and tried not to think of the nightmare she’d had last 
night. She’d had the recurring dream almost every night 
since it had actually happened nearly five months ago. Over 
time it had morphed into different variations. Some nights 
Skye died. Other nights it was Adam or Thomas. 
Occasionally it was all three. 

She hadn’t been able to talk to anyone about it because 
officially none of it ever happened. Her sister had merely left 
town with the man of her dreams and was living a wonderful 
life. Jennifer couldn’t tell anyone that Skye was now a 
vampire or that she lived and worked with her two vampire 
husbands who just happened to be elite members of a 
Paranormal Undercover Protection squad. And Jennifer 


certainly couldn’t tell anyone she was pining away for a 
couple of werewolves who were at least three times her age 
and liable to outlive her by several hundred years. 

Jennifer rubbed her eyes tiredly and tried not to think 
about last night’s change in her dream. It had almost felt 
like Adam and Thomas were really there—guiding her, 
protecting her, caring for her. The irony was that their 
unexpected inclusion as observers had disturbed her more 
than her usual gory nightmare. 

She should probably have mentioned the nightmares to 
her sister, but Skye was so happy with her men that Jennifer 
was loath to disrupt it with her petty concerns. And besides, 
maybe last night was a turning point. Maybe it was her 
brain’s idea of a signal that she should move on from the 
nightmare and get back to living. 

“Are you sure you're okay?” Andie asked as she put a 
steaming cup of coffee in front of Jennifer. 

“I'm fine,” she replied, very much hoping it was true. 


* OK OOK OK 


Thomas glanced at the clock and wondered how to 
casually suggest that he could do a double shift. Jennifer 
would most likely be asleep by now, and the last thing he 
wanted was to join her in her dreams. Of course, it was also 
the first thing he wanted, but he didn’t think it would do his 
sanity any good. They needed to get this assignment 
wrapped up first. 

“Kristen?” he asked as the woman came into the main 
space of the holiday apartment, “do you know who the 
traitor is?” 

“The what?” she asked with a stunned expression on her 
face. 

“I’m sorry,” he said quickly when Dyson looked angry 
enough to fry his ass. “It’s just that the other women the 
squad is protecting, the ones who share your birthday, all 


seem to have a skill they describe as ‘knowing’ stuff they 
have no memory of learning.” 

Kristen shook her head, but pursed her lips a moment in 
thought. “How would they know stuff they haven’t been 
taught?” 

“We're not sure,” Dyson said, sending a glare in 
Thomas’s direction that suggested he was very close to 
being flambéed, “but we suspect it’s something the Oracle 
passed on before she died. It’s not important now. Thomas 
shouldn’t have brought it up.” 

Kristen gave Thomas a hard stare before turning her 
attention to Dyson. “Thomas wouldn’t have brought it up if 
it wasn’t important. Do all of the others have this skill?” 

It was obvious that Dyson didn’t want to answer that 
question, but after a moment of uncharacteristic indecision 
he finally nodded. 

“Do they have any other skills?” Kristen asked, her gaze 
bouncing between the two men. 

“Yes,” Thomas eventually replied. He really hoped Dyson 
held on to his temper for just a little bit longer. “Kali and Ava 
are telekinetic. | believe Hannah was, too.” 

“Hannah was?” Kristen asked, sounding frightened. This 
time Dyson really did lose his temper. Fortunately he kept 
his reaction “human” and only punched Thomas in the nose. 
Strangely, Thomas saw the hit coming but didn’t bother to 
get out of the way. Dyson almost looked surprised when his 
knuckles connected with Thomas’s face, but of course that 
split second gave Thomas a chance to hit back. It felt 
Surprisingly good to be able to work off some of the endless 
tension they’d all been feeling. If he’d been fighting another 
shifter, he would have changed into his wolf and really gone 
at it, but he at least stayed focused enough not to do 
something like that in front of Kristen. 

“Enough already,” Angus said as he broke them apart. 
“You're scaring Kristen.” He turned to the woman who 
looked more concerned than scared. “Sorry, sweetheart, it’s 
been a long few weeks. Obviously these knuckleheads need 


a break.” He turned his attention to Thomas. “Or they need 
to coo/ down.” 

Thomas nodded, slowly raising his hands in a human 
Show of surrender. He’d only been on the receiving end of 
one of Angus’s ice blasts before. It had not been a pleasant 
experience. 

“We've got this,” Dyson said in a clear indication that 
they were dismissed. Technically Thomas was the senior 
agent in this group of four, but Adam simply nodded in 
agreement and indicated for Thomas to follow him out the 
door. 

“You know what will happen once we fall asleep,” 
Thomas said with a growl in his voice. “Just this morning you 
were the one suggesting we move on.” 

“| know,” Adam said, looking far calmer than he should 
have. “But I’ve been giving it some thought. | want to know 
her better. A part of me wants to run to her doorstep and 
claim her right now, but we can’t. We have a mission to 
complete. At least by being close enough to have the 
mating dreams, we can spend some time with her.” 

“She won’t know it’s us. She'll just think she’s 
dreaming.” 

“Probably,” Adam said with a shrug. He stopped at the 
door to his room. “The way | see it we can either lose sleep 
trying to avoid Jennifer and put our mission to protect 
Kristen in jeopardy, or we can spend the time getting to 
know our mate and still get a good night’s sleep at the same 
time.” He shook his head, a half smile on his lips. “Whatever 
you decide, you know where l'Il be.” 


* OOK OOK OK 


Jennifer stayed up longer than usual just to prove to 
herself that she knew that her dreams weren’t real. But 
when she could no longer keep her eyes open, she 
reluctantly dragged herself off the sofa and fell into bed. 


With a bit of luck she’d be so tired that the dreams wouldn't 
come at all. 

She curled under the covers, dragging her knees up, 
rolling herself into a defensive little ball. She literally hadn’t 
been this frightened of going to sleep since the nightmares 
had first started. But every inch of her body began to ache, 
and she tried to relax, tried to unclench all of her muscles, 
tried to take a deep breath and convince herself that 
dreams couldn’t hurt her. 

Slowly, exhaustion wound through her once more and 
she fell into a restless doze, tossing and turning several 
times before finally slipping into deep REM sleep. 

They were there almost immediately, their warm hands 
and reassuring hugs making her wonder why she denied 
herself this comfort in the first place. 

“We were beginning to worry,” Adam said before 
pressing his lips to hers. 

“Sorry,” she whispered, not entirely sure why she was 
apologizing to a figment of her imagination, but then 
Thomas snagged her wrist and dragged her into his 
embrace. 

“Did you have a good day?” he asked in between soft 
kisses. 

“Same old, same old,” she said candidly. At least by 
knowing she was imagining all of this she could be 
completely honest. A part of her even wondered if it was her 
mind giving her an outlet for her frustrations. Locked inside 
the safety of her own imaginary world, she had a chance to 
sort through stuff that she couldn’t say out loud. Maybe 
dreaming about the two men who made her feel safe was a 
healthy way of learning to cope with everything else. 

Hell, considering that they were already here, it was 
worth a try. 

“I used to be happy here. My job can be repetitive, but 
it’s necessary to keep the resort afloat and it keeps me 
really busy. By the end of the day | used to feel like Id 


achieved something. Juggling priorities, paying bills, keeping 
things flowing—it all used to mean something.” 

“But it doesn’t anymore?” Adam asked, touching her face 
with the back of his knuckles. 

“Not really. Not anymore.” She shook her head as tears 
filled her vision. “I mean, | used to feel like | was working 
toward something, building a home, building a life.” She 
hesitated, embarrassed to say it out loud even though a 
part of her still understood that she was essentially talking 
to herself. “I...1 feel like | missed my chance. Like the future | 
was planning somehow passed me by.” She closed her eyes 
as the tears leaked down her cheeks. “| feel like | got left 
behind.” 


Chapter Three 


Thomas glanced at Adam’s face and saw his 
determination to do right by their mate. It was obvious that 
he intended to claim her as soon as this assignment was 
done. If Thomas didn’t make the right decision, there was a 
very real possibility that he would be the one left behind this 
time. 

Surprised at how much the thought affected him, 
Thomas held Jennifer closer, comforting the woman crying in 
his arms even as he made plans in his own mind. 

He wasn’t ready to retire from the PUP squad, and he 
suspected that despite his earlier words that Adam wasn’t 
really ready either—not completely. They both enjoyed the 
work too much, but maybe, like many of their squadmates 
had found recently, they could find a compromise that 
would make working possible while still having a private life. 

“Babe,” Thomas said, “you haven’t been left behind. 
We're coming—” 

But she cut off his words with a hand over his mouth. 
“Don’t make me any promises. Please just hold me, for 
now.” 

Willing to give her anything at that moment, Thomas 
tucked her head under his chin and closed his eyes. And 
suddenly he could see the future he truly wanted, one that 
involved a couple of children and a happily ever after. He’d 
never really given any thought to married life. Finding one’s 
mate was quite rare so he’d always just assumed that he’d 
choose not to have those things in his life. But now, with the 
woman in his arms, it not only seemed possible, but also 
something he truly wanted. 

He heard Adam’s soft laugh a moment before he realized 
he was once again naked inside Jennifer’s mind. He tried to 
remind himself of all the reasons it wasn’t a good idea to 
follow through on what they all wanted, but then Jennifer 
lifted her lips to his, and all sensible thought was lost. 


He groaned at the delicious feeling of having his woman 
warm and naked in his arms. He took control of the kiss, 
pushing his tongue into her mouth, exploring the dark 
cavern as his hands roamed over her naked spine. 

She wriggled closer, her breath catching when Adam did 
something that lifted her onto her toes. She broke the kiss, 
gasping as Adam picked her up and thrust his cock straight 
into her pussy. Adam held still for a moment, holding her 
close, letting her body adjust, and pressed a lingering kiss to 
her neck, before pushing her forward and fucking her hard 
and fast. 

Jennifer made a sound of surprise, giggling when she 
reached for Thomas’s cock and opened her mouth. He 
almost couldn’t wait to feel her hot mouth sucking on him, 
but he placed a hand under her chin and tilted her gaze up 
to his. 

“It doesn’t hurt,” she said with a wide smile before he 
could ask if she was all right. Adam was still slamming into 
her from behind, and it was obvious from her flushed 
features and soft moans that she was enjoying it, but they 
would never take her like this in real life. 

“It’s the mating dreams,” he said with a wide smile of his 
own. “It means we can play as rough as we like without 
hurting your human body.” 

Adam stilled for a moment, pulling Jennifer close against 
him. “Of course, once you're a werewolf, we won’t have to 
hold back.” 

“| can be a werewolf?” she asked breathlessly. 

“Of course,” Adam said as he started fucking her again. 
Jennifer groaned, and reached for Thomas’s hard cock, this 
time getting her lips around him and sucking hard. She 
caressed him with her tongue, one hand on his thigh, the 
other wrapped around his balls, rolling them gently in his 
sac. 

He pushed deeper into her throat, watching her closely, 
making certain that she didn’t gag. Despite the mating 
dream it was still possible for the mind to react in a realistic 


way, but instead his incredible mate swallowed, caressing 
his cock with the back of her throat, taking him deeper than 
he’d ever imagined possible. 

Thomas groaned, lifting onto his toes, threading his 
fingers through her hair, ready to explode. 


KOK OOK OK 


Adam couldn’t believe how incredible it was to fuck his 
mate inside a mating dream. Even though he was taking her 
hard and fast, it wasn’t affecting the way she sucked on 
Thomas’s cock. In real life this position would have been 
awkward, but inside the dreamscape it was absolutely, 
fucking incredible. 

“Stop,” Thomas growled a moment before dragging 
Jennifer’s mouth away from his cock. “I want inside you.” 

She nodded, pushing back against Adam, apparently 
trying to finish him off so that Thomas could take over. He 
Slapped her thigh, riding her harder for a few moments 
before pulling out altogether. He glanced over his shoulder, 
saw the bed materialize, and moved to lie down on his back. 

“Come here, beautiful,” he said as Thomas helped her 
onto the bed so that she was straddling his thighs. He lifted 
up, ramming his cock back into her pussy, smiling as she 
gasped. “That's it, Jen, come for me.” 

Adam took her mouth savagely, thrusting his tongue 
past her teeth, forcing his cock deeper into her pussy. She 
began shaking, her body vibrating against his. He slid a 
hand between them, found her clit, pressed it with his 
thumb, pushing against the tiny nub as he fucked her faster 
and faster and faster. 

She screamed, her orgasm pounding through her, 
overwhelming her as her pussy dragged at his cock, milking 
him, tempting him, nearly taking him with her. He ground 
his teeth together, resisting, denying, holding back his 
orgasm. 


Finally she lay sprawled over the top of him, her pussy 
pulsing spasmodically, her breathing harsh, her energy 
completely spent. She sighed sleepily. 

“Oh no you don’t,” Thomas said with a soft laugh and a 
harsh slap on her ass. 


* OK OOK OK 


Jennifer bowed her back, rearing up with the pain as the 
sting warmed her bottom and swelled her clit even more. 

“Hey,” she protested even though the slap had been 
more erotic than painful. 

Thomas slapped her again. She went to move away but 
Adam wrapped his arms around her and held her still. The 
next slap was even harder. She wanted to demand they 
stop, wanted to deny her enjoyment, wanted to moan with 
her need, but embarrassment held her back. 

“That’s it, babe,” Thomas said as he caressed a warm 
hand over her heated skin. “Don’t hide from us. | know 
you’re enjoying this. Say it for me. Ask for more.” 

She hid her face in the crook of Adam’s neck, but 
couldn't stop her bottom lifting into the touch of Thomas’s 
hand. Adam laughed, the deep rumble vibrating through her 
entire body. 

“He'll wait all night if he has to.” He lifted a hand, 
caressing her scalp for a moment before tangling his fingers 
in her hair and tugging her into a position where he could 
see her face. Whatever he saw made him smile. “Ask him, 
beautiful. Ask him to spank you to orgasm.” A deep, 
naughty thrill ran through her, the aching, tingling sensation 
bouncing over her again and again. Adam lifted his mouth to 
hers, kissing her harshly. “Ask him,” he demanded in a 
rough voice. 

“P-Please, Thomas,” she said shakily. She’d hoped that 
plea would be enough, but they both waited, staying still, 
watching her closely. She said the words very quickly, 


embarrassed by a need she’d never expected. “Please 
spank me to orgasm.” 

The first slap was heavenly, the second even more so, 
and then time lost all meaning as the blows came thick and 
fast, Thomas’s incredible hands forcing her toward orgasm. 
The arousal left her breathless, shaking, shivering, quaking 
all over, her ass and thighs burning, her clit throbbing. And 
then the dam burst. Wave after wave of liquid heat washed 
over her, the cycle never ending, the pleasure 
compounding, expanding, exploding through her as every 
nerve ending buzzed with her release. 

She was almost done, her climax gradually receding, but 
the cock pressed against her anus had her rearing back 
once more. Thomas pushed in slowly, her ass pulsing 
around the invasion, the feeling of being stretched and filled 
more amazing than anything she’d ever imagined. 

“Fuck,” Thomas moaned as he sank his full length into 
her back passage. “I love mating dreams—no_ lube 
required.” 

Jennifer couldn’t speak, the emotions overwhelming, the 
feeling of belonging incredible. She felt full and stretched 
and aching and exhausted and so god damned aroused that 
She couldn’t stop herself from moving. She pushed back, 
taking them deeper, moaning as they began to move inside 
her. They started slowly, gliding into and out of her pussy 
and ass as she whispered how much she loved them. 

Her confession stilled them for a moment, her words 
seeming to stun them, but then they sped up, thrusting into 
her harder and faster, taking her, making her theirs, ruining 
her for all others. 

She screamed as they both slammed into her, grinding 
against her, holding her trapped, their cum pulsing deep 
into her body as orgasm swept over her once more. She 
sighed at the incredible feeling, the deep lassitude of 
incredible sex stealing her voice, possessing her heart, and 
completely taking her ability to feel anything other than the 
men surrounding her. 


Tiredly the three of them rolled sideways, the men’s 
cocks still throbbing inside her as she closed her eyes and 
tried to remember that this wasn’t real. But it felt so perfect 
to lie here in their arms that she couldn’t quite convince 
herself it was only a dream. Safe and warm in their 
embrace, she eventually let go of her worries and fell into 
deep slumber. 


* OOK OOK OK 


Adam wasn’t certain whether to growl in frustration or 
laugh in relief when the woman between them faded from 
the dreamscape she'd created. 

“I’m not sure what that says about us,” Thomas mused 
with a grin. 

“It says Jennifer hasn’t been sleeping well. | got the 
impression last night that the nightmare she was watching 
was a fairly regular occurrence.” 

“I thought that, too,” Thomas said with a nod of 
agreement. “Do you think she’s been trying to cope alone 
all this time?” 

“That would be my guess,” Adam said as he tried to 
imagine who the woman might turn to for help battling her 
nightmares. Her sister, Skye, was probably the only person 
She could talk to about that night, but if Skye had known, 
Adam had no doubt the fledgling vampire would have told 
them. There was no way Skye would have missed the way 
Jennifer had reacted to Thomas and Adam that night. Even if 
she didn’t know they were Jennifer’s mates, she knew they 
cared deeply for the woman. 

“Maybe we should speak to Skye.” 

“Maybe,” Adam said slowly, “but I’m thinking Jennifer 
doesn’t want her sister to know. They’re best friends, but 
from everything Skye has told us Jennifer has always taken 
her role of big sister very seriously.” 

“It would make sense. | doubt Skye knows that Jennifer 
feels like she got left behind. In fact | reckon we're probably 


the only ones she’s told and then only because she doesn’t 
think we’re real.” 

“True,” Adam said, wondering how best to handle this 
new situation. When he’d realized Jennifer missed them, 
he’d wanted to get to know her better, but now that he 
understood how unhappy she truly was he wanted to ignore 
everything else and race to her side. 

Thomas looked around as if finally realizing they were 
still inside the dreamscape of Jennifer’s mind. “I’m going to 
go for a run,” he said as fur grew all over his body. “We'll 
talk in the morning.” He dropped to all fours, the 
transformation complete almost before he landed, and then 
he loped away into the darkness. 

Adam stayed where he was, both anticipating and 
dreading Jennifer’s return. But as the hours dragged on and 
the woman continued to sleep dreamlessly, Adam finally 
withdrew and sought deep rest of his own. 


* OK OOK OK 


Jennifer dragged a hand through her hair and tried to 
appear less freaked out. 

Physically she felt great. For the past three nights she’d 
slept well, her usual nightmare replaced with sexy 
encounters with her dream lovers. Each night they talked for 
a long while, getting to know each other as if the Adam and 
Thomas she imagined were actually the real people. And 
then they’d make love to her, bringing her to heart- 
pounding, bone-shaking, shuddering, screaming climax 
several times before simply holding her until she’d fall into a 
deep and dreamless sleep. Physically she actually felt better 
than she had in months. 

The trouble was she was fairly certain she was heading 
for some type of emotional breakdown. She knew the 
relationship was in her head. She knew that she was making 
up their personalities within her own mind. But somehow 
she was having trouble separating dreams from reality. 


They'd said they would find her, they would come as soon 
as their current assignment was over, and even knowing 
that it was a detail she’d imagined, a part of her sat ready, 
waiting, anticipating their arrival. Every time the door to the 
office opened she glanced up hoping it was her men. 

It was the disappointment that was killing her. 

Even knowing it wasn’t real, every time someone came 
through the door who wasn’t Adam or Thomas she felt a 
little piece of her sanity break off and dissolve into 
nothingness. 

“Are you Okay?” a young male asked. Shocked by the 
unexpected voice, Jennifer nearly fell off her chair as she 
stared at the seven- or eight-year-old boy standing beside 
her desk. It wasn’t unusual for kids to get lost wandering 
around the resort, especially after their parents had imbibed 
one too many cocktails in the cabana lounge, but they didn’t 
usually make it all the way to her desk. 

“Um...sorry, you startled me.” 

“Are you Okay?” he asked again, his eyes showing far 
more maturity than one would find in a person so young. A 
closer look suggested that despite his diminutive size she 
was dealing with an adult, not a child. He seemed maybe 
midtwenties but his eyes suggested he was much, much 
older. Trying to plaster on a polite smile, Jennifer waited for 
the man to explain his presence. She had salespeople drop 
by all the time, but they usually made an appointment. She 
was still trying to tamp down her niggling fear when she 
realized he was waiting for her to answer his question. 

“Sorry, yes, I’m fine. Just woolgathering.” He gave her a 
perplexed look, so she forced the smile back onto her face 
and asked, “Is there something | can help you with?” 

“Are you Jennifer?” 

“That’s right,” she said, smiling at the man’s 
pronunciation of her name. He put more emphasis on the 
final syllable almost like he’d never heard the name spoken 
out loud. 


“Jennifer Hastings?” She smiled and nodded again, finally 
realizing that he was reading her name off the plaque on her 
office door. “Your sister, Skye, she’s a vampire now, isn’t 
she?” 

“Who are you?” Jennifer said, leaping from her chair and 
taking a step back. She wasn’t sure what this man was, but 
she was beginning to suspect he wasn’t human. “What do 
you want?” 

“| want to know what happened to my daughter,” he said 
in a tone that suggested he was very much older than he 
looked. “| want her back, even if it’s just so we can bury 
her.” 

“Your daughter?” Jennifer asked, feeling completely 
bewildered. “| don’t even know your daughter. Why would 
you come to me?” 

“Because,” the man said very tiredly, “your sister knows 
where she is.” 

“Oh,” Jennifer said, still wondering how the hell this man 
would think she could help. If Skye did know where this 
man’s daughter was, it was very likely classified information 
that she wouldn’t be able to tell Jennifer anyway. “| guess | 
can call her and ask.” 

“No need,” the man said as he moved quickly, his hand 
landing on top of Jennifer’s a moment before the world spun 
violently and everything went black. 


Chapter Four 


“Jason’s the traitor?” Adam asked for the hundredth 
time. The news that Dyson had shared just didn’t seem 
possible. The warlock had been working with PUP Squad 
Alpha for five decades. Why would he turn against them 
now? 

Thomas looked even more stunned than Adam felt. 

“| don’t know what to tell you,” Dyson said, scrubbing his 
hand through his close-cropped hair. “Benjamin said it. 
Wilson, Darian, Amber, and Jed confirmed it. The evidence is 
apparently overwhelming.” 

Dyson glanced over his shoulder just as the door to 
Kristen’s bedroom opened up. Angus didn’t say a word. He 
simply nodded that he’d heard, gave them a concerned 
look, and went back to guarding Kristen. 

“The good news is that they’ve discovered that the 
Oracle’s receptacles are safer as a group. Benjamin has 
ordered me and Angus to transport Kristen to just outside of 
Sugarvale via slip travel in a little under one hour. They 
have a house already set up and waiting for her.” 

“So the assignment is complete?” 

“As soon as we Slip from here, you two are relieved of 
duty. Benjamin wants you to call in for new orders 
tomorrow.” He handed them each a new cell phone still in 
the box. 

“Sure,” Adam said, wondering why they weren’t being 
transported back to headquarters. Dyson must have seen 
his bewilderment. 

“| told the boss you had a personal matter to deal with. 
He gave you twenty-four hours.” 

“Thanks,” Adam said, glancing around the apartment 
they’d stayed in the past few days. Their assignment had 
seemed to be never ending, yet all of a sudden it was done, 
and they were free to go to their mate. 

Suddenly an hour seemed far too long to wait. 


* OK OOK OK 


“She’s not at work and she’s not at home,” Thomas said 
impatiently into the phone. “Where else could she be, 
Skye?” 

“You said you were her mates. | thought wolves could 
sense their mates,” Skye said, obviously trying to remain 
calm but failing. She sounded as freaked out as Thomas felt. 

“We can when we’re close enough,” Thomas said, trying 
to rein in his temper. Yelling at his mate’s sister was not the 
way to solve this problem. “Jennifer isn’t in town, we can 
sense that, but the receptionist thought she was still in her 
office. There’s more than one way out, but the kid on the 
reception desk said Jennifer always leaves via the front door 
and never goes anywhere without letting her know when 
she'll be back.” 

“Where are you now?” 

“We're in Jennifer’s office.” 

“Send me your coordinates. We’re coming to you.” 

A few moments later, Alex stepped into the room via slip 
travel. A warlock’s bounce tunnel opened beside him, and 
Jed, Samuel, and Skye stepped through. 

“Has anyone else been here?” Alex asked as he walked 
over to Jennifer’s desk. “Via slip travel, | mean. There’s a 
faint signature of a slip path about an hour old.” 

“Can you follow it?” Adam asked, sounding all business. 

“I think so,” Alex said slowly, his concentration already 
on the task, “but I’m not sure that we should.” 

“What do you mean you’re not sure?” Skye asked angrily. 

“Because, for one, if they didn’t want me to sense it, | 
wouldn’t be able to, not this long afterward.” He walked 
around the space, taking in details of only something he 
could sense. “And it seems to lead right into the enemy 
camp. If I’m not mistaken, directly into the palace of the 
pixie king.” 

“You're serious?” Thomas asked. He felt like he was 
waiting for the punch line to a really bad joke. 


“Yes,” Alex said without a hint of his usual jovial 
personality. 

“Take me there anyway,” Skye said quickly. “If they took 
Jennifer, they must want something from me. Take me 
there.” 

“Not until I’ve cleared it with Benjamin,” Alex said with a 
Shake of his head. 

“I do not have to ask my husband for permission,” Skye 
said, looking angry enough to bite him. Vampires couldn’t 
feed on fire demons, but Skye seemed rather willing to 
make an exception. 

“Skye,” Samuel said in a tone far less indulgent than 
Adam had ever heard him use on his wife. “Benjamin is your 
CO as well as your husband. It’s standard PUP squad 
protocol to check in with our commanding officer first.” 

“But Jennifer—” 

“Will be fine until we can get ourselves organized. You 
won’t do her any good barging in and getting yourself 
killed.” 

Everything Samuel said was true, but not only was Skye 
a newly made vampire and apprentice to the PUP squad, 
she was also dealing with the disappearance of her only 
sister. It wasn’t often that a mission became personal, but it 
seemed to be the way of things lately. 

Alex was already on the phone to Benjamin by the time 
Samuel had managed to calm Skye down. It was obvious 
that she was really concerned for her sister. Pixies 
assassinated people. They didn’t abduct them. Whatever 
the hell reason they had for taking his mate, Thomas 
wanted it done, finished, over with. He wanted his mate in 
his arms and the ones responsible for her disappearance to 
be dealt with severely. 


x k OOK OK 


Jennifer pushed herself to a sitting position on the floor 
and rested her back against a cold stone wall. Her head felt 


ready to explode if she moved too fast, and her stomach 
protested every tiny movement, but she gritted her teeth 
and forced herself upright. Finally, she very carefully 
glanced around the room and tried not to giggle hysterically. 

Everything was in miniature. 

Everything. 

Well, except for her of course. She’d always been rather 
average—height, weight, and appearance—so finding 
herself towering over child-sized furniture was a very 
strange experience. Thankfully the ceiling seemed extra 
high in comparison, but it didn’t quell the feeling that she’d 
somehow fallen down the rabbit hole. 

“Are you feeling better?” a kind female voice asked from 
across the room. 

“Not really,” Jennifer answered in a whisper. Her head 
was still pounding, her limbs were still trembling, and her 
eyes still didn’t want to focus. 

“| feel | must apologize for my husband’s heavy-handed 
tactics, but he is a father frantic to find his daughter. | hope 
that one day you may come to forgive him for his behavior.” 

“Where am |?” Jennifer managed to force out even 
though her lunch threatened to reappear. 

“In my home.” The woman stepped closer and held out a 
glass that looked way too big for her hand. “It’s water,” she 
said when Jennifer refused to reach for it. “It will help with 
the travel sickness.” The woman sighed softly as she placed 
it on the ground beside Jennifer. “| don’t think my husband 
truly understood how badly slip travel affects humans. If it’s 
any consolation, you almost gave him the pixie version of a 
heart attack when you collapsed the way you did.” 

Jennifer gave her a forced, halfhearted smile. The woman 
was obviously trying to be nice. Jennifer just had no idea 
why. What she really wanted to do was run away screaming, 
but as awful as she felt she wasn’t even sure she could pull 
off a fast crawl at the moment. 

“Why me?” Jennifer asked, trying to be polite despite her 
fear. 


“You're our last hope,” the woman said, taking a seat on 
an ornate sofa not far from Jennifer. 

“| don’t understand.” Jennifer began to shake her head 
but stopped almost immediately when the room began 
spinning again. “How can | be your last hope?” 

“My daughter tried to kill one of the human women your 
sister and her squad were protecting. We believe she was 
captured and is currently being held prisoner by PUP Squad 
Alpha.” 

“I still don’t understand how I can help.” 

The woman gave her a sad smile and rubbed her 
forehead as if she had a headache. “My husband is planning 
to propose a prisoner exchange—you for my daughter.” 

“So you're at war with other paranormals?” 

“No, not really,” the woman said with a shake of her 
head. “Pixies have always worked in cooperation with the 
Ruling Body. We don’t even understand what our daughter’s 
mission was or even who sent her. We only know that she’s 
missing and we want her back.” 

Jennifer didn’t know what to say. She remembered how 
frantic she’d felt when Skye had gone missing the night 
she’d become a vampire. She couldn’t begin to imagine how 
scared this woman must feel for her daughter. 

“It could be weeks before anyone notices I’m missing,” 
Jennifer said as bile rose in her throat. As happy as she'd felt 
dreaming about Adam and Thomas, her fantasies weren’t 
going to help her now. It was quite common for her and 
Skye to miss each other on the telephone these days. Skye 
would probably leave a dozen messages before realizing 
that something was wrong. Only her boss and the 
receptionist at the resort would notice her missing, and 
neither of them had a way to contact Skye. 

“It’s okay, Jennifer,” the woman said, giving her a watery 
smile. “I promise no harm will come to you. | am not certain 
of my husband’s plans, but | do know he did this out of 
desperation. It is likely that he has already contacted your 
sister.” 


“Will he hurt her?” 

“No,” the miniature woman said, looking quite shocked. 
“We just want to know what happened to our daughter. The 
king is a good man. | promise you no harm will come to you 
or your sister.” 

Jennifer gave the woman a tremulous smile but 
unfortunately didn’t believe a word of it. 


KOK OOK OK 


“Okay,” Alex said as he closed the phone connection to 
Benjamin. “Thomas, Adam, and | are cleared to follow the 
Slip path.” 

Skye looked annoyed enough to rip his head off. 
Considering her vampiric strength, it wasn’t really 
something they wanted her trying. Thomas understood her 
reaction, cared enough for the woman to want to help her 
any way possible, but also understood why Benjamin hadn’t 
assigned her to go with them. Thomas knew his CO wanted 
to protect his mate, but it was also the right tactical decision 
in this instance. If the pixies wanted Skye, the last thing 
Benjamin needed to do was deliver her to their doorstep. 

“We'll bring her back,” Thomas said quietly, trying to 
convey his utter determination to get his mate back safe in 
his arms. “Benjamin has asked us to try negotiation first, but 
| promise you we will get her back, no matter what it takes.” 

Skye nodded, biting her lips together in an obvious effort 
to control her emotions. The whole squad knew how 
important Jennifer was to Skye, yet, after only a few 
moments of panic, the young vampire managed to follow 
orders. Thomas tried to follow her example, determined to 
treat this like any other mission. If they were going to rescue 
their mate, she needed the professional soldiers, not the 
men who loved her. 

Jed opened a bounce tunnel back to headquarters, and 
Skye and Samuel stepped through. As soon as they were 
gone, Adam and Thomas both did a quick inventory of their 


weapons. They’d thought they were visiting their mate, not 
preparing for a mission, so they’d both traveled light. It 
didn’t mean they were unarmed though. Alex smiled, 
checking his own human-type weapons before placing one 
hand on Thomas’s shoulder and one on Adams. 

Thomas ground his teeth, determined to ignore the 
nausea that slip travel provoked, as they stepped into what 
seemed to be a bedchamber inside a castle. 

“Thank you for coming,” a young female voice said 
quietly. 


Chapter Five 


Thomas glanced around the room and felt relief wash 
over him when he spotted Jennifer leaning against a stone 
wall. She looked pale and apprehensive, and was staring at 
him and Adam as if she’d seen a ghost or two, but she was 
alive and seemed unhurt. He breathed a silent sigh of relief. 
None of them had been expecting Jennifer to still be at the 
end of the slip path. 

But as much as he wanted to go to her and pull her into 
his arms, he stayed on alert, ready for the trouble they’d 
been expecting. Instead what they got was a single female 
pixie sitting on an ornate sofa. 

“| apologize for my husband’s methods, but as | was just 
explaining to Jennifer, he’s simply doing everything within 
his power to find our daughter.” 

“Your daughter?” Alex asked in a neutral tone. 

Thomas had a sinking feeling he knew exactly who the 
pixie was talking about. Only Alex, Ronan, and Kali knew 
where that particular, now miniature, pixie was being held. 

“Please don’t insult me, Mr. Clements. You know who | 
am and who my husband is, but beyond the royal titles we 
are simply parents trying to find our daughter. We know 
what she was doing when she was captured by PUP Squad 
Alpha. We also know that she wasn’t on an official mission 
for the PLA. What we don’t know is where she is being held.” 

“We know she wasn’t on an official mission,” Alex said, 
managing to keep a neutral tone despite the fact they were 
talking about the pixie who tried to assassinate his wife. 
“But how do you explain the assassins who’ve come since?” 

“There have been others?” the pixie queen asked, clearly 
distressed by the news. “Please excuse me for a moment.” 
The woman stood up, stepped into a slip path, and 
disappeared. 

Alex, Adam, and Thomas held their ground. It was 
obvious that his squadmates were as confused as he felt. 
They were technically in a room alone. They could grab 


Jennifer and get the hell out of here. Apparently all three of 
them had the same idea because they all hurried to 
Jennifer’s position. Adam pulled her into his arms, hugging 
her close as he nodded to Alex to get them the hell out of 
here. 

“No,” Jennifer said quickly. “If we go, you lose the chance 
to understand what’s going on.” 

Alex hesitated. It was obvious he thought the same 
thing. 

“Okay,” Thomas said, nodding to Alex. “Get them to 
safety and come back.” 

“Please, no,” Jennifer said. “Emmallina is just looking for 
her daughter. She trusts us to stay here. If you take me 
away, things might become more dangerous.” 

“It’s what were trained for, beautiful,” Adam said, 
stroking a hand through her hair the way he’d done in their 
mating dreams. 


KOK OOK * 


Jennifer struggled to remember the point she was trying 
to make. Adam’s touch felt so familiar that she was 
beginning to wonder if she was actually dreaming. That 
could be the only explanation for the men to be acting this 
way. But just in case this wasn’t another of her kooky 
dreams, she had to explain to them why they needed to 
stay. 

“I need you to listen to me. Emmallina is a reasonable 
person. She’s horrified by what her daughter has done, but 
she needs answers. She needs to know if her daughter is 
alive or not.” She turned to Alex, hoping to appeal to the 
man she hadn’t been dreaming about. “Alex, if you take me 
out of here, any chance we have of understanding the big 
picture could be lost.” 

“Damn,” Adam said on a small laugh, “you’re as 
stubborn as your sister—and as brave. The sooner we make 
you a wolf the better.” 


Stunned to hear the words from her dream, Jennifer was 
about to launch into a round of twenty questions when 
Emmallina returned, this time with her husband beside her. 


KOK OOK OK 


Adam held his woman tighter. The mating dreams had 
been amazing, but the reality was so much better. Of course 
being trapped in the middle of tense negotiation wasn’t 
exactly the ideal place to declare his intentions, but now 
that he held her in his arms for real he was never letting her 
go again. 

He had time enough to second-guess his agreement to 
stay at least a hundred times, so he was almost relieved 
when the pixie and her husband slipped back into the room. 
Interestingly the man gave Jennifer a look of relief. 

“I’m so very glad to see you are feeling better, Jennifer, 
and | again apologize for my methods of getting these 
gentlemen here.” 

“Why are we here?” Alex asked. His voice sounded 
neutral, but Adam knew the fire demon well enough to know 
when he was struggling to keep his temper. The little man 
bristled at Alex’s tone anyway, obviously as on edge as the 
rest of the people in the room. 

“Dex,” the woman said in a pleading voice. She said 
nothing else, but whatever passed between them had the 
man sighing quietly. Looking like a tired old man rather than 
the miniature warrior that had stepped into the room a 
moment ago, the man hugged his wife close and turned his 
attention to Alex. 

“We want to know what happened to our daughter. 
Connistanterina killed four human women without orders. 
We don’t know why.” He shook his head as if he couldn’t 
quite believe what he had to say next. “The PLA has no 
outstanding assassination orders for her or any of its other 
operatives. My wife and | thought she was having some sort 
of delusional episode but now you tell us replacements have 


been sent.” He rubbed a hand down his face in a very 
human display of exasperation. “I haven’t been able to get 
clear answers from the Ruling Body over what happened to 
Connistanterina, and now it seems I’m being lied to by the 
Pixie League of Assassins as well.” 

The woman stepped out of her husband’s embrace and 
moved closer to Alex. “We know you’re protecting the other 
women that Conni targeted. Please, we just want to know 
what happened to our daughter.” 

“| can’t tell you what happened to your daughter,” Alex 
said. “But | will discuss the situation with my commanding 
officer.” He glanced at Adam and Jennifer. “Let me take 
Jennifer home. l'Il return once | have some answers for you.” 

The king looked apprehensive but after a quick glance at 
his wife, nodded his agreement. “| would appreciate it if one 
of you would stay as an act of good faith.” 

Thomas nodded, and stepped away from Adam and 
Jennifer. A moment later Alex moved them into a slip path 
and nausea took over. 


* OK OOK OK 


Jennifer's knees gave out. If she’d thought she’d felt 
awful after the pixie king dragged her through a slip path, 
she suddenly had proof positive that the trip could be worse. 
Adam wobbled as well, apparently as affected by travel 
sickness as much as she was. Considering that he’d traveled 
that way twice in ten minutes, she wasn’t at all surprised 
when Alex guided them to a sitting position on the ground in 
the shade of a tree. 

Adam didn’t let go of her though, not even for a moment, 
but he did ease her down so that they were both lying on a 
soft bed of grass. 

“Where are we?” she asked, too ill to look around. She’d 
gotten a brief glimpse of a dirt road and lots of trees before 
her vision had wavered and she'd been forced to close her 
eyes. 


“About five miles outside of Sugarvale,” Alex said from 
somewhere above her. She heard him have a brief 
conversation on his cell phone before he stepped back to 
where she and Adam rested. “Your sister and Benjamin will 
be here in a few minutes.” 


KOK OOK OK 


“Why here?” Adam asked. 

“Sugarvale had a few security upgrades while you were 
away,” Alex said as he sat on the grass a few feet away 
from them. “The wards extend five miles in every direction, 
even underground.” 

“Is Kristen okay?” Adam asked. He felt Jennifer tense up 
in his arms, and he pulled her closer even as she tried to 
squirm away. 

“Of course Kristen’s okay,” Alex said with a laugh. 
“Although with both a fire demon and an ice demon 
hovering over her it’s been an interesting few hours.” 

His mate seemed to relax slightly at the mention of 
Dyson and Angus, but it was obvious she was still on edge. 
“Will Thomas be okay?” she asked without opening her 
eyes. 

“Absolutely,” Alex answered, sounding confident. 
“Thomas is quite skilled when it comes to negotiation. You 
said it yourself. The pixie king and queen just want answers. 
Now that we know that the assassinations are not being 
officially sanctioned by the pixie king we have another 
avenue of investigation.” 

“Thomas will be back soon, beautiful,” Adam said, 
sincerely hoping it was true. He knew his mate well enough 
to know that she took responsibility for the people around 
her—even the ones capable of taking care of themselves. 

“Thank you for coming to get me,” she said as she tried 
to squirm away once again. “I’m sorry to be such a bother. 
Im sure Skye can help me get home.” She sat up and 


moved away from him even though it was obvious she still 
wasn’t feeling well. “Thank you for your assistance.” 

What the hell? 

And then it finally struck him what was happening. 
Jennifer didn’t understand that the mating dreams she’d 
shared with them were real. In real life they’d spent only a 
few hours in each other’s company and most of that 
worrying over Thomas’s injuries at the time. If not for the 
mating dreams he'd be little more than someone she'd met 
briefly several months ago. 

He reached for her hand, holding tighter when she tried 
to politely pull away. 

“The dreams were real, Jennifer. Thomas and | meant 
what we said. You’re our mate and we plan to claim you.” 


Chapter Six 


The dreams were real... 

The words swirled around and around inside her head as 
each and every dream she’d shared with her men in the 
past few days replayed in her head. God, some of the things 
she’d said to them. If she’d known she wasn’t talking to 
herself she wouldn’t have said half of it. Heaven knew what 
they must think of her. She couldn’t have gotten more 
pathetic if she’d actually tried. 

Adam sat up, swallowing hard as his face paled from the 
sudden movement. 

“Im sorry,” she said, backing away slightly. “| didn’t 
realize. | mean, | Suppose | should have realized. The 
dreams, um, they felt so real, but well, you know, dreams 
are different. People do stuff and say stuff in dreams that 
they would never dream of actually doing in real life.” She 
must have sounded like a babbling fool, but the words just 
kept coming out of her mouth. “| mean, you know, it’s like 
some people dream of being superheroes but well, it’s not 
like they can fly in real life. So even if, you know, dreams are 
real they’re not actually real in the real sense of the word. If 
you know what | mean.” 

Adam seemed shocked, disappointed, and maybe a little 
angry. She bit her lip to hold back the rest of her hysterical 
rant and prayed for some sort of intervention. Her dream 
lover looked ready to say something but cut off his words as 
her prayers were answered and a car came around the 
corner of the dirt road. 

It pulled up beside them, and Skye was beside her in an 
instant. She was dressed in black leather with her head 
covered by a black helmet, but Jennifer would recognize her 
younger sister anywhere. She tried to protest when Skye 
lifted her like a child and carried her to the car, but the 
nausea and the memory of the hurt on Adam’s face made 
her rethink her natural reaction. 


And even though she knew it was cowardly, she closed 
her eyes and pretended to be asleep. 


x OK OOK OK 


Every instinct inside Adam growled at him to go grab his 
mate. He might have done just that if Skye hadn’t shaken 
her head at him. With the motorcycle-type helmet covering 
her face it was hard to interpret what Skye wanted, but he 
trusted the woman enough to follow her lead on this. 
Whatever was going on inside Jennifer’s head, Skye 
probably knew best how to handle her sister at this 
moment. 

Jennifer’s denial of the closeness they’d shared inside the 
mating dreams not only drove a dagger straight through his 
heart, it also confused the hell out of him. He and Thomas 
had both known going in that she probably wouldn’t realize 
they were really inside her dreams, but he hadn’t expected 
her to claim that she was acting out of character because 
she’d thought it was fiction. 

It was true that the kind of sex they’d enjoyed inside the 
dreamscape would probably damage Jennifer’s fragile 
human body in real life, but they’d had every intention of 
making her into a werewolf so it wasn’t an issue. As a wolf 
she'd be stronger, faster, and live far longer than as a 
human. It would give them a chance to have pups together. 
He’d even planned to speak to his pack alpha, Xavier, about 
making her a wolf in front of the pack. At the time he’d 
thought the traditional celebration would help Jennifer 
adjust to her new life and give her a feeling of belonging, 
but now he wasn’t so sure. 

Was the thought of being turned into a werewolf 
frightening her? Or did she really mean she wasn’t the 
person she’d been inside her dreams? 

Angry at himself for not being able to understand his 
mate’s reaction, Adam felt a burning need to run off his 
frustrations. “l'Il meet you at headquarters,” he said as Skye 


climbed into the backseat of the huge four-wheel-drive 
vehicle Samuel was driving. Samuel nodded in 
acknowledgement, the sympathetic look in his eyes 
unmistakable. Alex and Benjamin moved away, quickly 
discussing the situation before stepping into one of Alex’s 
slip paths and disappearing. 

Even before the car was out of sight Adam had his 
clothes off and rolled into a ball. He dropped to all fours, 
letting the change into a wolf wash over him, clearing the 
confusion, replacing his chaotic questions with instinctive 
and simple answers. 

Jennifer was his mate, and he had every intention of 
claiming her. 


* OOK OOK OK 


Thomas took a seat on the floor, too worried about 
damaging the miniature, but obviously expensive, furniture 
to risk sitting on it. 

The man sat on the sofa next to his wife. Thomas had 
never seen him face-to-face before, but he knew enough 
about the king of the pixies to know that he never showed 
weakness. For him to allow any show of emotion in front of 
Thomas spoke of how deeply affected he was by the loss of 
his daughter. Even in pixie terms the king was considered 
unshakeable. Their entire race was known for their focused 
and driven personalities. Hell, it was why the Ruling Body 
hired them as assassins in the first place. Sometimes it took 
a focused, tightly controlled, deadly reaction to calm a 
situation. Even most humans understood that. 

If he knew his history correctly, the PLA had been 
specifically commissioned by the Ruling Body many 
centuries ago. Technically speaking they weren’t the enemy. 
They were supposedly on the same team as the PUP squads. 
Although, even before Connistanterina had begun killing 
humans, questions had been raised in recent years as to the 
integrity of the current assassins and the league that 


controlled them. There had once been a need for a league of 
assassins—perhaps there still was—but doing what was 
right was often a far cry from doing what was paid for. 

“Do you have any idea why the PLA would be lying to 
you?” Thomas asked the king. 

The man looked annoyed, perhaps already regretting his 
admission of moments ago. “No.” He looked Thomas up and 
down and then rolled his eyes as if dismissing his 
usefulness. “At this moment all | know is that someone is 
lying. Most likely you.” 

“Why would | lie?” Thomas asked evenly. He’d been 
treated with disdain before, yet even now it didn’t worry 
him. He’d been on the PUP squads long enough to know his 
own worth. The visual and verbal dismissal of a stranger, 
king or not, wasn’t going to undermine his confidence. 

“You have no reason to,” the queen said quietly. It was 
clear that she was struggling to remain in the role of 
supportive wife. Thomas knew very little of the woman other 
than she was married to the king, but it would seem that 
behind closed doors their relationship was much deeper 
than the royal image suggested. “Dex, please,” she 
whispered in a voice she probably thought too soft for a 
werewolf’s hearing. “He can help us find our daughter.” 

The king gave his wife a tired and worried look and then 
turned his gaze back to Thomas. 

“Nobody else knows you're here. This is our private 
residence, and | need your assurance that you won’t repeat 
a word of what | am about to tell you to anyone outside of 
PUP Squad Alpha.” 

Thomas shook his head. As much as he wanted to lie and 
say he’d keep the information to himself, ultimately it was 
Benjamin’s call. If Benjamin reported this conversation to 
their Administrative Supervisor, Cassandra would follow the 
standard procedure and that could lead to disaster. It was 
obvious that their new supervisor was trying her best to do 
the job properly, but on rare occasions a situation developed 


that needed more secrecy than the PUP squad procedural 
guidelines allowed. 

“Perhaps it would be best to wait for my commanding 
officer to give you that assurance.” 

The king looked annoyed, as expected, but the queen 
gave him a smile and nodded her approval. 

“We appreciate your honesty.” She glanced at her 
husband. “We also appreciate your restraint. | am sure my 
husband would have handled the situation differently had 
he realized that Jennifer was your mate.” 

The king looked surprised by her comments, but Thomas 
felt absolutely stunned. Considering that Jennifer had left 
here cradled in Adam’s arms, and Thomas hadn’t so much 
as touched her, the queen’s correct assumption left him 
reeling. 

She smiled. “A woman knows these things,” she said 
lightly, but Thomas couldn’t shake the idea that maybe the 
pixie queen was using skills nobody realized she had. 

Fortunately, Alex and Benjamin stepped into the room a 
moment later, cutting off any further comment on his mate. 


* OK OOK OK 


Jennifer kept her eyes closed, too worried that the tears 
would fall if she opened them. She’d hurt Adam with her 
knee-jerk reaction, but it hadn’t truly been her intention. 
She’d been embarrassed and frightened to realize her 
fantasies were real. She’d been so focused on worrying 
about the things she’d said and done inside her dreams that 
She hadn’t really considered the things her men had said 
and done. The promises they’d made hadn't been said in a 
fantasy. Both men had known the dreams were real. They’d 
truly said those things knowing they were saying them to 
her. 

It was a very big relief to know she wasn’t losing her 
mind or having a breakdown, but it left her with a whole 
new set of problems. 


The car traveled the winding dirt road at a leisurely pace, 
finally stopping out the front of Skye’s home. Jennifer had 
visited her sister only once since she’d moved to Sugarvale, 
but the pain of seeing Thomas for only a moment had left 
her convinced it would be better for Skye to visit her 
instead. 

Nausea still gripped her as Skye helped her out of the 
car, so she didn’t see the man standing on the veranda 
waiting for her until she was almost on top of him. 

Skye seemed to bristle defensively, but Jennifer was 
completely distracted by the hard planes of Adam’s naked 
chest. Just like in their dreams Adam was as sexy as hell and 
even harder to resist. She stepped into his arms, the words 
“I’m sorry” coming straight from her heart. She knew she’d 
hurt him with her panicked reaction, so it was a huge relief 
to have him wrap his arms around her and hold on tight. 

“It’s okay, beautiful. We’ll sort it out.” 

“And Thomas?” Despite the dreams of sharing her, both 
men struck her as being rather territorial. It would be near 
impossible to maintain any sort of relationship if she 
constantly felt the need to balance her time and affections. 

“Thomas and | know we’re both your mates. We'll find a 
way to make it work,” Adam said quietly as he pressed her 
against his heart. She could hear the steady beating, feel 
his warmth, and sense the exact same emotions that she’d 
felt in her dreams. 

“It doesn’t seem possible,” she whispered almost to 
herself. The moment the words left her mouth she realized 
how they could be interpreted, but Adam laughed softly, 
allaying her fears immediately. 

“Just give us a chance to be happy together. That’s all we 
ask, beautiful.” 

She nodded against his chest, feeling safe and loved 
and, for the first time since her parents’ tragic deaths so 
many years ago, like she was truly home. 


x k OOK OK 


“We think we have a traitor within the PLA,” the king 
finally admitted after several tense minutes of dancing 
around the truth. Thomas felt certain that they wouldn’t 
have gotten anything at all if Emmallina hadn’t intervened 
time and time again. Clearly, despite her public personality, 
she was a force to be reckoned with. Fortunately the king 
seemed to trust her judgment so they were finally getting 
somewhere. It also lent credence to Thomas’s own theory 
that the pixie queen had more skills than what were 
commonly known pixie traits. 

“We've just identified a traitor of our own,” Benjamin 
admitted, surprising Thomas and Alex with his candid reply. 
“Something is happening outside of normal channels. It all 
revolves around the assassination of an Oracle twenty- 
seven years ago.” 

The queen looked confused, but the king’s face suddenly 
paled. “That’s what this is all about?” he blurted in shock 
before he managed to pull his reaction under control. He 
suddenly stilled, the steely, intimidating demeanor he was 
most known for dropping over him like a cloak. “This 
meeting is done.” 

“What about Conni?” Emmallina asked in shock. It 
seemed pretty obvious that she had no idea why her 
husband was suddenly pulling the plug on his best chance 
to learn what happened to his daughter. 

“Not important,” the king said dismissively as if he 
weren't referring to his own child. 

“Dex,” Emmallina said, but the king cut off any words 
she was going to say with a single look. 

He turned his attention to Benjamin, Alex, and Thomas. 
“You have thirty seconds to leave this room before | send 
my personal guard in to eliminate the intruders in my wife’s 
bedchamber.” 

The king reached for his wife and they both disappeared 
into thin air. 


“What the hell?” Alex asked, looking around the room as 
if they might find some sort of hidden camera. 

Benjamin shrugged. “Alex, get us out of here. We'll fig—” 
His words cut off when Emmallina slipped back into the 
room. 

She gave Thomas a wide-eyed, panicked look. “Give me 
a way to contact you,” she said quickly. Alex dragged a 
beacon button from his vest and pressed it into her hand. 

“Just push the button and l'Il come to you.” 

She nodded once and was gone. 


* OOK OOK OK 


“How are you feeling?” Adam asked as he opened the 
door to an old house that seemed to be undergoing a great 
deal of reconstruction. “Still nauseous?” 

“A little,” Jennifer answered nervously. She probably 
Should have accepted Skye’s offer of hospitality, or maybe 
even Brody’s offer to take her home. Apparently dragon 
jump vortex was slightly less nauseating than slip travel, but 
with her head still pounding it had been the least palatable 
of her options. Of course, her choice to stay in Sugarvale 
had more to do with wanting to stay close to Adam and 


Thomas than with any actual practicalities. “I should 
probably call the office though, and let them know what 
happened.” 

Adam gave her a crooked smile. She laughed softly in 
response. 


“True,” she said, agreeing to his unspoken words. “l 
won't actually tell them what happened. I’d rather tell them 
something that doesn’t suggest I’m having a delusional 
episode.” 

“Do you think Emmallina was telling the truth about her 
daughter? Is it possible they really thought she was 
attacking humans because of some sort of delusion?” 

Jennifer nodded. “| think Emmallina was being honest. | 
really do. The shock when Thomas told her about the 


replacement assassins seemed quite genuine.” 

“I thought so, too.” He pulled her into his arms. 
“Hopefully, Thomas, Alex, and Benjamin can figure out 
what’s going on. I’m sorry you got dragged into this, but you 
handled yourself very well. ” 

She grimaced and shook her head. “It’s kind of hard to 
panic when you feel that nauseous.” 

Adam stepped back, holding her at arm’s length as he 
searched her face. “Don’t put yourself down like that. Even 
as ill as you were, you're the one who convinced us to stay 
and listen. You were well aware of the effect rescuing you 
would have on the trust between us and the pixie queen.” 

“| suppose,” she said, feeling embarrassed by the 
genuine praise. She’d just spoken her mind. It wasn’t like 
she'd stepped into a dangerous situation on purpose. “I'll 
just call the office and let them know I’m dealing with a 
family emergency and need a day or two off.” 

“Why not just hand in your resignation instead?” 


* OK OOK OK 


As soon as the words were out of his mouth, Adam knew 
they were the exact wrong thing to say under the 
circumstances. It didn’t matter that in his head their future 
together was already mapped out. Jennifer had only just 
learned that the Adam and Thomas in her dreams were 
actual men. After her experience with the pixie king she was 
likely looking to return to the familiar. It wasn’t exactly an 
optimal time to start a whole new life. 

The worst part was that she had that “deer in the 
headlights” look that suggested she was desperately trying 
to find a way to refuse without actually upsetting him. 
Whatever was about to come out of her mouth was very 
likely going to be the last thing he wanted to hear. He 
wanted a future with his mate, and damn it, he planned to 
have it. 


“Forget | said that,” he said, pulling her into his embrace 
once more. “Just call the office and tell them whatever you 
need to.” 

She stiffened in his arms again, and he desperately 
searched his brain for the words to make things right. He 
wanted her here, in his arms, planning a future together, but 
he wanted her to be happy, too. In his eagerness to get their 
life together started, he was scaring her off. 

“Come on, babe,” Thomas said as he walked in the door, 
reached for Jennifer’s hand, and pulled her from Adam's 
embrace. “| need a cuddle. Two slip travels in one day is not 
my idea of fun.” Jennifer looked surprised by Thomas’s 
words but seemed to relax when he yawned tiredly and 
snuggled her closer. “I think what | really need is a nap. Any 
chance you'll hold me while | get some sleep?” 

Adam watched as Jennifer assessed Thomas's condition. 
It was clear that Thomas was exhausted. His face was pale 
and his movement sluggish. Adam had no doubt that if 
there was an emergency the man would shake it off quickly, 
but it was obvious by Jennifer’s decisive nod and the arm 
she wrapped around his waist as she helped him up the 
stairs that Thomas had chosen the right approach. 

Jennifer was a nurturer. Put very simply she needed to be 
needed. She wouldn’t be happy sitting at home waiting for 
them to return from a mission. She would need a challenge, 
something to keep her busy and fulfilled. The first thing to 
come to mind was children, but it wasn’t fair to leave 
Jennifer to face the challenges of parenthood alone while 
they went off on endless missions. A mission like the last 
one could literally take them away for months on end. If the 
three of them were going to have a family and a future 
together then at least one of them had to retire from PUP 
Squad Alpha. Thomas loved the work, so it would most likely 
fall to Adam to make that leap of faith. 

Strange how when retirement was something he would 
do in the future he’d been looking forward to it, but now that 
the choice was here he wasn’t quite ready to make it. 


And of course he might very well be jumping the gun 
with the whole starting-a-family idea. Just because they 
were mates, fate unfortunately didn’t guarantee they would 
actually like each other. It was rare, but it was a possibility. 

He watched the couple move up the stairs and out of 
sight and wondered what the hell to do next. 


Chapter Seven 


Jennifer wasn’t surprised to find them both waiting for 
her in her dream. A distant part of her mind registered that 
Thomas had his arms wrapped around her as they both 
Slept, but inside her dreamscape they sat in simple wooden 
chairs facing each other. 

“Interesting choice,” Thomas said, glancing around the 
emptiness that surrounded them. “I think | preferred the 
whole naked bit from previous dreams, but | suppose this 
will do.” 

“Do for what?” she asked. 

“For the talk you obviously want to have with us.” 

“Oh,” she said, not really sure what she wanted to Say. 
Now that she knew that inside these dreams she was 
actually talking to Adam and Thomas and not to herself, 
words didn’t seem to want to come. 

“I’m sorry | upset you before,” Adam said, leaning 
forward as if he wanted to touch her. 

“You didn’t upset me,” she said quietly. “I was just 
shocked that you would suggest resigning. We barely know 
each other, yet you want me to give up everything | know. 
What am | supposed to do while you two are off playing 
superhero?” She tried not to react to the way Adam closed 
his eyes at her words. Was that because he’d thought about 
what she would do, or because he hadn’t? 

“You could join our PUP squad,” Thomas said with a 
smile. 

She rolled her eyes and snorted at the ridiculous 
suggestion. “Sure. Right. Me play superhero. Not likely.” 

“Why not?” Adam asked. It was obvious that he was 
trying to hide his distaste for that idea, but Jennifer could 
see that he was making an effort to find a compromise. 

“Well, for starters I’m human.” 

“Not a problem,” Thomas said with a wide smile. “When 
you're ready, we'll make you a werewolf.” 


There was that suggestion again. She tried to ignore it 
for the moment. “I’m also pushing mid-thirty.” 

“Barely an adult in werewolf terms.” 

“But I—” 

“Im sorry to interrupt,” a feminine voice said from 
behind them. Both Adam and Thomas leapt from their chairs 
and dropped into fighting stances. Jennifer sat frozen as 
they all stared at the newcomer. Somehow the pixie queen 
had stepped out of the nothingness surrounding them and 
into the reality of their mating dream. 

“Is she real?” Adam asked Jennifer. She didn’t have an 
answer for that. 

“I assure you, Im very real,” Emmallina said as she 
stepped closer and sat down in a chair that hadn’t been 
there a moment ago. “And | sincerely apologize for 
intruding, but | needed to get a message to Benjamin. It’s 
too dangerous to summon Alex, and | hoped this was the 
safest way.” 

“Can all pixies dreamwalk?” Thomas asked, sounding a 
little worried. 

The pixie queen must have picked up on the disquiet her 
visit was causing because she took a deep breath and said, 
“It is a skill that seems to be unique only to me. | know not 
of other pixies capable of dreamwalking.” Her gaze settled 
on Thomas. “| realize that at this moment you have very 
little reason to trust me, but | need you to give this 
information to Benjamin. | know that he will choose the 
wisest course of action.” 

“How do you know?” Adam asked, looking skeptical. 

“Because she’s an Oracle,” Jennifer said, unsure where 
the information was coming from, but absolutely certain 
that it was true. 

Emmallina gave her a soft smile. “| had hoped to hide 
that truth from you, but it is clear that you have a sharp 
mind. It is very difficult to dreamwalk without revealing 
some of my own secrets.” 

“So you know the future?” 


“No,” Emmallina said with a shake of her head. “Think of 
the information like a history book. History is being 
constantly written, people’s actions are being recorded, 
outcomes, mistakes, love, and loss all flow into my mind. | 
can’t see what will happen in the future, but | can see 
choices made in the past. Benjamin is a good man, and a 
strong leader. | believe he will make the right choices.” 

“But if you can see all of that,” Thomas asked quietly, 
“why don’t you know what happened to your daughter?” 

Emmallina gave them a sad smile. “Because the 
information does not include all species. Each Oracle holds 
the knowledge of only a couple of species. For me it is 
vampires and humans. | am especially blind when it comes 
to the actions of my own people. It is that way for all 
Oracles.” 

Jennifer nodded. Knowing everything about everyone 
would make it impossible to have any sort of relationship. 
Emmallina gave her a sad smile as if she heard the thoughts 
Jennifer had believed were private. 

“Just as it is difficult for me to hide inside your mind, it is 
the same for you to try and hide from me while | am here. 
Again | apologize and assure you that | am trying not to 
intrude. | am already aware of the happenings in your life 
thus far, but your emotions and beliefs remain your own. 
Once | leave your dream, | will not be able to sense your 
conscious thoughts as | am accidentally doing now.” 

Jennifer nodded, glancing at her men, hoping for some 
sort of conclusion here. In some ways she felt honored that 
Emmallina would seek her out, but she hadn’t really gotten 
used to the idea of mating dreams. Having the queen of the 
pixies dropping into her mind was rather disconcerting. 

She was really, really glad that they hadn’t been up to 
the sexcapades of the previous dreams when the woman 
arrived. 

Emmallina nodded as if she heard that thought, too. 
Heated embarrassment scalded Jennifer’s face, but the 


woman simply smiled kindly and turned her attention to 
Thomas and Adam. 

“The Oracle who was murdered twenty-seven years ago 
held the history of the warlocks and witches. It was believed 
that she planned to pass some part of her information on to 
humans. | don’t know what. But when the Warlocks’ High 
Council contracted the PLA for her assassination, my 
husband originally refused the contract. It was the Ruling 
Body who overruled him.” 

“That might explain Jason’s actions,” Adam said, clearly 
still upset by his friend’s betrayal. “What could the warlocks 
have known that they were so frightened of humans 
knowing?” 

“What, you mean besides the whole paranormal 
creatures are real part?” Adam asked, apparently more 
agitated than his relaxed posture suggested. 

“No she means something that humans knew a long time 
ago,” Jennifer said as the information she wanted was 
suddenly in her mind. “Emmallina doesn’t know what the 
Oracle planned to pass on, but she suspects that it goes all 
the way back to the origin of the human species.” 

Emmallina shook her head, the movement more of 
wonder than of denial. “You are an amazing human, Jennifer. 
Clearly you are meant for more than the life you have led so 
far.” 

The woman gave her an approving nod and then slowly 
faded from sight. 


* OK OOK OK 


Adam woke with a jolt. He hadn’t actually been planning 
to sleep when he’d sat down at the table, but it would seem 
that the urge to dream was connected to his mate’s. It was 
a little concerning that he would feel sleepy whenever she 
did, but it did point out that the sooner they claimed her the 
better for all of them. 


But then the pixie queen’s words came back to him, and 
he pushed the chair back quickly and headed upstairs. 
Jennifer looked beautiful lying in Thomas’s arms, and she 
still looked half asleep when she sat up and gave him a shy 
smile. 

“I guess you need to go speak to Benjamin,” she said 
quietly. “l'Il just...um...find something to...” 

Her words trailed off, and it was obvious that she was at 
a loss as to what to do now. Fortunately the Oracle’s words 
were precise on this matter. Jennifer truly was meant for 
more than the life she had led so far. 

“You're coming with us, beautiful.” 

She looked quite pleased for a moment, but then worry 
entered her eyes once more. “But | don’t know any more 
than you do. | would just be getting in the way.” 

“Don’t sell yourself short, beautiful. When you said it had 
something to do with the origin of the human species, do 
you understand what that meant?” 

“I think so,” she said, looking a little surprised. “In fact 
I’m pretty sure that humans once had skills similar to that of 
warlocks.” She laughed quietly, the sound not quite 
humorous. “Considering that | have no idea what skills 
warlocks have, that’s kind of a non-answer.” 

“Except that we know what warlocks are capable of,” 
Thomas said as he grabbed her hand and led her down the 
Stairs. “The information you gleaned from Emmallina’s mind 
might well explain the current mission we’ve been on.” 

“But how can | explain a mission | know nothing about?” 

“Jennifer, we need to talk to Benjamin. As soon as we 
have clearance, we'll explain everything. What you know is 
very important.” Adam hesitated a moment before adding, 
“And the way you handled yourself both inside the dream 
and in the pixie queen’s chambers proves that you are more 
than capable of being a valuable member of our PUP 
Squad.” 

“Do you really think | should join PUP Squad Alpha? | 
mean, even if you do make me a werewolf—” 


“When we make you a werewolf,” Thomas cut in. 

She glanced at him but didn’t comment either way. “It’s 

not really who | am. I’ve always been more of the behind- 
the-scenes type of worker. Not the charge-into-danger 
type.” 
“Babe,” Thomas said as he helped her off the bed and 
onto her feet, “not all of what we do is dangerous, and trust 
me, there is always paperwork, but we will Support any 
decision you make. As your mates we want you to be happy. 
We'll find a way for that to happen, even if that means 
taking fewer assignments or commuting back and forth to 
your home.” 

“But my house is hours away from here,” she said, 
glancing between them, looking surprised that Thomas 
would even suggest such a thing. 

“Not via slip travel,” Adam said, trying to forget how 
nauseous traveling with Alex always made him feel. Alex 
had once suggested that they would grow accustomed to it 
the more they traveled with him. Kind of like a sailor getting 
his sea legs. For Jennifer’s sake Adam was willing to test 
that theory. Although just the lingering nausea from the two 
trips today was enough to convince him to consider 
retirement more closely. 

It wasn’t until they were out the door and halfway to 
headquarters that it finally occurred to him that Jennifer had 
used the word “house,” not “home.” Maybe she was 
warming to the idea of being closer to them. 

He reached for her hand, hoping that everything would 
work out the way he’d dreamed. 


* OOK OOK OK 


Four hours later Jennifer was truly ready to believe that 
not all PUP squad activity took them into danger. Her head 
pounded from the influx of information, but it had turned out 
to be true that she’d absorbed more of the pixie queen’s 
Oracle knowledge than she’d first realized. She would have 


thought it imagination if Benjamin, Samuel, Skye, Thomas, 
Adam, Alex, Brody, and a warlock named Darian hadn’t 
confirmed over and over the words that kept coming out of 
her mouth. 

Darian looked particularly concerned. 

“So you're saying that humans and warlocks evolved 
from the same species?” 

“No, I’m saying humans and all paranormals evolved 
from the same species.” 

“All?” Thomas asked as she unwittingly provided more 
information she hadn’t realized she’d known. 

She shrugged, biting her lip self-consciously. “I’m sorry. 
It’s kind of like remembering a movie years after I’ve seen 
it. Some parts make sense, but some are really fuzzy. I’m 
not really sure what | know until it comes out of my mouth.” 

“Kali describes her skill in much the same way,” Alex 
said. 

“Ava, too,” Brody agreed. 

“But, I’m not one of the Oracle’s receptacles,” she said, 
feeling even more confused. “For one thing, Im way older.” 
Five years probably wasn’t all that much in paranormal 
terms, but Jennifer still couldn’t shake the feeling that life 
had somehow passed her by. 

“You're probably right that your skill is not connected to 
what happened to Ava and Kali and the others, but there is 
no doubting that the pixie queen’s visit in your dream has 
left you with a huge amount of knowledge.” 

“Is it possible,” Skye asked, looking as shell-shocked as 
Jennifer felt, “that humans have these abilities and just 
don’t realize it? | remember reading somewhere that the 
average human only uses ten percent of their brain’s actual 
Capacity. Maybe the Oracle’s receptacles were only sent the 
information that enables them to use that ability, not given 
the ability itself.” 

“That would make sense,” Benjamin said, “and seems to 
explain why they have abilities like telekinesis and whatever 
that shield thing is that Ava can do.” 


“It might even explain how Ava was able to pass the skill 
to Nathan,” Brody added. 

“So what you're saying is that all humans would be 
capable of these skills?” Darian had paled considerably. “l 
think that might be the Ruling Body’s reasoning for the 
Oracle’s murder in the first place and for what is happening 
now. Even if the PLA is not officially involved, someone high 
up is making these decisions. The fact that we’re protecting 
these women puts us all in danger.” 

“These women?” Brody asked incredulously. “My wife is 
one of the women you're talking about.” 

Darian held up his hands, apparently annoyed when he 
realized the way his words were being interpreted. “And 
mine, also,” he said through gritted teeth. “| love Amber. 
Nobody is more important to me.” He glanced around the 
room. “What | mean is maybe the Ruling Body has a good 
reason for not wanting humans to know this information. I’m 
not agreeing with their methods, just suggesting that the 
Skills Kali, Ava, Hannah, and Amber have might be 
dangerous in the hands of humans.” 

“Not necessarily,” Jennifer said, feeling the need to stand 
up for her own species. She was the only human at the table 
after all. “Maybe skills like the ones the Oracle’s receptacles 
share would bring peace.” She huffed in exasperation when 
the men around the table, and even her own sister, looked 
Skeptical. “Considering some of the weapons humans have 
access to, | can’t imagine things getting more dangerous.” 

“You could be right,” Brody conceded. 

“Would it be all humans?” Benjamin asked quietly, the 
calm amid the storm of emotion. 

“| don’t think so,” Jennifer said. She didn’t miss the quiet 
collective sigh of relief that admission fostered. “I’m not 
sure what sets them apart, but few are capable of doing 
what the Oracle’s receptacles are doing.” 

“Thank the goddess for small favors,” Brody said quietly. 
“But with six billion humans on the planet that could still be 
a huge number.” 


“But none of this explains why the pixie assassins chose 
to burn the victims,” Skye said thoughtfully. “If they were 
assassinating humans why wouldn’t they have chosen a 
more human method? People are murdered every day. Even 
with Alex involved with one of the targets, PUP Squad Alpha 
wouldn’t have gotten involved if they’d thought it was a 
human serial killer.” 

“That’s true,” Alex said immediately. “Ronan might not 
have even called me in to help if he’d thought he was 
dealing with a human.” 

“The assassin who came after Kali—the pixie queen’s 
daughter, Connistanterina—might be our best chance of 
learning why she did what she did,” Alex said. “But we’ve 
tried on several occasions to interrogate her without 
success. Do you think her mother would be willing to help?” 

Jennifer nodded. “| believe she would. Emmallina is very 
worried for her daughter, and it’s not just fear that her 
daughter is dead. It’s also a deep-seated fear that 
Connistanterina was somehow being manipulated, that her 
actions weren’t of her own volition.” 

“That would be a pretty natural reaction for any mother,” 
Thomas suggested. “No mother wants to believe she raised 
a serial killer.” 

“Ordinarily, | would agree with you,” Jennifer said, “but | 
believe in Emmallina’s case there is more to it than just a 
mother’s false hope.” 

“Okay, we need to make contact with the pixie queen,” 
Benjamin said decisively. “Alex, is there any chance of being 
able to slip back into the room where you found Jennifer?” 

“Unlikely,” he said with a shake of his head. “The pixie 
king obviously knows more than he’s saying. | suspect that 
any entry to the palace now would be met with deadly 
force.” 

“Alex is right,” Thomas said in agreement. “When the 
king told us to leave, he was pretty convincing with his 
threats.” 


Benjamin nodded his acceptance of their assessment. 
“I’m going to avoid going through official channels at this 
stage. That leaves us with only one option.” He turned to 
Jennifer and smiled. “I hope you’re sleepy, because you may 
be our only chance.” 


Chapter Eight 


Thomas was wide awake. Granted, he’d spent most of 
the past two days lying down and trying to sleep, so it was 
no wonder he felt well rested, but it wasn’t getting them any 
closer to making contact with the pixie queen. 

It was four in the afternoon, and the three of them were 
currently lying above the covers, fully clothed, on Adam’s 
bed. Thomas desperately wanted to pull his mate into his 
arms and make love to her the way they’d dreamed, but far 
from accepting their suggestion of a new life, Jennifer 
seemed to be stubbornly holding on to the old one. She'd 
called her boss, organized for less than two weeks’ vacation 
time, and then given them no reason to believe she was 
interested in staying. 

Her attitude was disconcerting to say the least. 
Whatever was going on inside her head it didn’t bode well 
for their future. The worst part was that he couldn’t 
understand why she would want to go back to her old life. 
Her sister was here. Her mates were here. She had several 
choices jobwise. Even the pixie queen had told her that she 
was destined for more than the mediocre life she’d led up 
until now. 

Jennifer rolled onto her back, her quiet huff of annoyance 
rather loud in the silent house. 

“Can’t sleep?” 

She shook her head. “Maybe Emmallina doesn’t want to 
come back,” she said with a worried expression. “The 
amount of information | absorbed last time might be a real 
issue for her. They killed one Oracle—apparently with her 
husband’s approval—for wanting to pass her knowledge to 
humans. What would the king of the pixies do if he 
discovered his wife had passed the information along to 
me?” 

“Benjamin has no intention of reporting anything you 
said to the Ruling Body. The fewer people who know what 


you know, the better and the safer you and Emmallina will 
be.” 

“Safer? Yup that’s me. Play it safe.” 

“Why?” Adam asked as he, too, gave up trying to sleep. 

She sighed quietly. “It’s not important.” 

“Actually, babe, it’s very important. Especially if it’s 
going to take you away from us. Why would you want to 
return to your old life? Why do you feel the need to play it 
safe?” 

“| suppose it’s because | always had to. Skye was really 
young when our parents died. For the first few years | had 
the child welfare authorities breathing down my neck. | had 
to make sensible decisions to prove | was capable of taking 
care of my little sister.” She gave them both a watery smile, 
memories of that difficult time obviously filling her brain. “| 
Suppose after that it just became a habit.” 

“Skye is safe and happy now, most of that thanks to you. 
Maybe it’s time to make decisions based on what you want,” 
Adam said. 

Thomas really wanted her to want to be with them, but a 
part of him also realized they weren’t exactly the best 
candidates a woman could want for mates. Hell, he wouldn’t 
be happy settling into a nine-to-five world. Was it really fair 
to ask her to join the life he and Adam lived? Even if they 
both retired from PUP Squad Alpha, they’d be itching for 
action, getting involved, perhaps even looking for trouble. It 
was who they both were, and even if they managed to wind 
back their natural instincts and take on a nine-to-five life, 
they wouldn’t truly be happy. 

Maybe Jennifer's instincts on this one were far more 
accurate than he’d realized. 


* OK OOK OK 


Jennifer really wanted to throw caution to the wind and 
follow her heart, but the anxiety that thought evoked was 
nearly enough to choke her. She wanted these men. She 


longed for them. Had dreamed of them, and waited for them 
to walk through her door. Yet now she couldn’t force herself 
to accept what she truly wanted because it meant a leap of 
faith she wasn’t capable of taking. 

“Maybe,” Thomas said as he reached over and lifted her 
hand into his own, “we don’t need to be making any big 
decisions just now. Maybe we should simply make the most 
of the time we have here and now and let the future take 
care of itself.” 

She glanced at Adam’s sad smile before nodding slowly. 
“I think that might be a good idea. With everything going on 
it’s probably best not to make any big decisions.” 

Both men looked disappointed, but nodded their 
agreement. 

“Okay,” Thomas said as he went to roll off the bed. “I'll 
just go and...” 

His words trailed off and it seemed obvious that he was 
looking for an excuse to leave the room. It wasn’t until 
Jennifer’s gaze dropped lower that she realized the likely 
reason why. 

“Please stay,” she said quietly, making one of those 
decisions she’d just decided it was sensible not to make. 
Thomas hesitated but then slowly got back onto the bed and 
rolled onto his side so that he was facing her. “What | said in 
the dreams—about loving you both—that was true. | feel a 
connection, a physical and emotional compulsion for you 
both.” She grimaced as she tried to find the words to 
explain how her heart knew what her head couldn’t yet 
process. “| just...| want...” She closed her eyes and tried to 
hold back the tears that threatened to fall. 

“Shhh, beautiful, it’s all going to work out,” Adam said as 
he leaned over and pressed a soft kiss to her lips. “We'll find 
something that works for all of us.” She nodded, turning her 
face into Adam’s warm palm as the tears overflowed. 

“Oh, god,” she said as she tried to sit up and move away. 
Could she be any more pathetic? She’d spent a lifetime 
relying on herself, being the responsible one, making calm, 


rational decisions, but here she was, somehow rejecting the 
two men she loved, but still wanting them, still needing 
them. “I’m sorry.” 

“Don’t be, babe. We love you. Even if you decide to go 
home and live there the rest of your life, that isn’t going to 
change. We want you to stay, but we love you enough to let 
you go.” 

Jennifer felt like her chest was caving in, the pain almost 
physical. How could she want and love these men so much 
but still be afraid to join her life with theirs? 

“Please, can you make love to me?” 

The words came out so quietly she wasn’t even certain 
they were loud enough to be heard. But then Thomas 
leaned over, briefly pressed his lips to hers, and whispered, 
“Of course, babe.” And then almost as if he read her need 
for things to be less intense he added, “But first you need to 
lose a whole heap of clothes. Considering we’re in bed, you 
are way overdressed.” 

He pressed a kiss to her nose and then slid down the 
mattress, grinning wickedly when he reached the waistband 
of her jeans. She’d unsnapped the top button when they’d 
crawled onto the bed earlier so all he had to do was lower 
the zipper. He did it with excruciating slowness, pressing 
lingering kisses to the flesh that was revealed. 

Adam propped his head on his elbow, his eyes searching 
her face for a moment before he used his thumb to wipe 
away the tears that remained. “Whatever else happens,” he 
said with a soft smile, “know that we will always love you.” 

“Okay,” she said, lifting her face to his. He pressed his 
lips against hers, the kiss almost reverent in its worship of 
her mouth. But as Thomas hooked his fingers into the denim 
at her hips, Adam deepened the kiss, his tongue sliding into 
her mouth, thrusting over and over, mimicking what they all 
wanted. 

The jeans were dragged off her legs, and then calloused 
hands spread her thighs wide. Thomas’s warm breath 
bathed her flesh a moment before his tongue laved over her 


swollen pussy lips and then thrust deep into her body. She 
lifted off the bed, the amazing sensation taking her by 
surprise. Both men groaned, Adam’s hand moving to undo 
the buttons on her shirt even as they both continued their 
gentle assault on her senses. 

He pushed the material aside, his hands smoothing over 
the skin of her belly and up over the soft mounds of her 
breasts. She gasped into his mouth as he found her nipple, 
squeezing gently through the soft lace before growling softly 
and tearing the garment from her body. The sound did 
nothing to cool her ardor, the expensive garment forgotten 
in the overwhelming feeling of finally belonging to these two 
men. 

It was so similar to her dreams, but at the same time 
somehow better. They were here. They were real. She knew 
for certain they weren't figments of her overactive 
imagination. And then Thomas licked over her clit and all 
rational thought was forgotten. 

She cried out, her orgasm circling closer as Thomas 
sucked her clit into his mouth at the same time that Adam 
claimed her nipple. Together they tormented her most 
sensitive pleasure points, groaning as she lifted off the bed, 
pushing harder against them, whimpering in delight when 
they doubled their efforts. Everything spun wildly, her brain 
barely functioning as liquid heat swirled around and around 
her body, igniting her excitement, forcing her into orgasm. 
She gasped, every muscle vibrating, every nerve ending 
singing, every part of her body undulating as wave after 
wave of heat crashed over her senses, the wild, uncontrolled 
free fall shaking her very soul. 

Both men groaned, Thomas rolling off the bed to tear his 
clothes off, his hard cock pressed against her still-pulsing 
pussy a moment later. “| love you,” he said on a moan as his 
hot flesh slid into her body. She wrapped her arms around 
him, pulling him close, holding him hostage as he filled her 
completely and then held still. They were both gasping for 
air when Thomas began to move slowly. Unlike the dreams 


where it had seemed that anything was possible, here 
Thomas moved with exquisite gentleness, his hard cock 
Sliding into and out of her body far less forcefully than in 
their dreams. 

But somehow it was perfect. The feeling of connection, of 
completion, of finally being with her men filled her heart and 
mind. Her body tingled with excitement, her need building 
even as Thomas loved her slowly. 

Her orgasm swelled through her, the unexpected crest 
taking them both by surprise. Thomas groaned, moving a 
little faster, pushing a little deeper, sliding into her heart 
and soul as perfectly as he slid into her body. Her pussy 
caressed him, pulsing around his gentle invasion as he 
stilled and poured his seed into her womb. 

He stared at her, for a moment his emotions very easy to 
read. “| love you,” he whispered as he pressed a kiss to her 
mouth and then carefully moved away. 

“Come here, beautiful,” Adam said as he helped her to 
roll onto his naked body. He kissed her reverently as he 
pushed his cock up into her pussy, the feeling of belonging 
to both of them swelling through her heart once more. He 
held her gaze as he started to move inside her, his emotions 
just as open, just as raw as Thomas’s. “| love you,” he said 
as he lifted his hips, pushing into her a little harder. She 
nodded, moaning her agreement as she ground her pelvis 
lower, taking him deeper. He pressed a kiss to her mouth, 
wrapping his hands around her hips at the same time. 
“Come for me, beautiful.” 

He changed the angle, dragging her clit against him with 
each thrust. She cried out, wriggling against him, enhancing 
the contact, increasing the incredible feeling. Again her 
orgasm burst over her unexpectedly, the exquisite 
tightening and release of her muscles going on and on as 
Adam lifted into her pussy time and time again. He groaned, 
his own climax claiming him as he held her hips tighter and 
pressed her closer. 


He held her as she shook, Thomas’s warm hand 
smoothing up and down her spine as she recovered from the 
most incredible experience of her life. After everything 
they’d shared in the mating dreams—the violent, roller- 
coaster orgasms and incredible three-way sex—it seemed 
almost impossible that the reality could be so much better. 

It took a long while for her to realize they hadn’t used 
contraception—she wasn’t even certain it was necessary 
considering they were currently different soecies—but even 
as the thought of becoming pregnant to these incredible 
men wound through her mind a type of peace settled in her 
heart. How strange was it that giving up her boring job and 
ordinary home seemed such a frightening proposal, but 
having children with these men did not? 

Jennifer sighed softly, the unfathomable workings of her 
mind set aside for another day. She rested her head against 
Adam’s chest, listening to the steady beat of his heart, and 
smiled as sleep slowly claimed her. 


Chapter Nine 


“They'll be wonderful fathers,” Emmallina said as she 
once again stepped into Jennifer’s dreamscape. 

“I know,” Jennifer said honestly. There wasn’t a doubt in 
her heart or in her mind that both men would love her and 
her children deeply. “If | can unbend enough to take a 
chance, we might even be happy together.” 

“I understand your fears,” Emmallina said, tapping the 
side of her head. “| even know where they’re coming from, 
but in the end you need to ask yourself what’s the worst 
that could happen. Even if you gave up everything you know 
and moved to Sugarvale to be close to your mates and your 
sister, what’s the worst that could happen?” 

She’d be back where she started. 

Considering that’s where she would stay if she didn’t 
take the chance, it seemed a rather pointless conundrum. It 
was such a simple decision, and actually what she wanted. 

“The one thing | truly understand,” Emmallina said as 
she sat on the comfortable sofa that appeared in the 
dreamscape, “is that the human heart and mind don’t 
always agree.” A large sofa appeared beside her, so Jennifer 
took a seat as she nodded her agreement. Emmallina gave 
her a knowing smile. “Human history shows that without 
love and happiness the rest of life is meaningless. If you 
take the risk and it doesn’t work out, have you really lost 
anything at all?” 

Jennifer smiled. Emmallina’s advice wasn’t anything she 
hadn’t figured out for herself, but it was good to hear it from 
another person. 

“The anxiety is left over from your parents’ deaths,” 
Emmallina said quietly. “It will lessen with time, but if you 
find the strength to defeat it, you have two men who will 
spend a long werewolf lifetime loving you and your 
children.” 

“I thought you only knew about humans and vampires,” 
Jennifer said. 


Emmallina winked. “True, but | know a good man when | 
see one—or in your case, two.” 

Jennifer felt herself smiling widely at Emmallina’s 
summation, but then the reason for her needing to talk to 
the pixie queen finally sparked in her brain. 

“Your daughter is alive,” Jennifer said quickly. “But then 
you already knew that, didn’t you?” 

“Yes,” the queen admitted. “The vampires and humans 
who know she’s alive don’t actually know where she is— 
except for one, but | have learned that Ronan Deeks is no 
ordinary human. | do know that Conni almost died. And | 
know that she is more vulnerable than even she realizes.” 

“Benjamin would like to meet with you. We're hoping 
that you can help us figure out why your daughter did this.” 

“Thank you,” Emmallina said quietly. She gave Jennifer a 
sad smile as if she already understood what she was going 
to say next. When Jennifer failed to find the words, the pixie 
queen gave her a tremulous smile. “| already know I can’t 
take her home. | just need to see for myself that she is all 
right.” She stood up from the sofa, obviously taking a 
moment to pull her emotions back under control. 

“Tell Benjamin that | will meet him under your tree just 
outside of Sugarvale at midnight.” 

“My tree?” Jennifer asked, smiling at the pixie queen 
once more. The dreamscape changed around them and they 
were suddenly outside in the bright sunshine, watching what 
had happened several days ago. But this time Jennifer got to 
see the look of relief and wonder on Adam’s face as he held 
her close. Despite his obvious nausea the man looked 
happy. 

“Can you do me one favor?” the pixie queen asked 
quietly. 

“Of course,” Jennifer said, already knowing that the pixie 
queen was asking her to be there when she met with 
Benjamin. These dreamscapes were certainly a great way to 
exchange information. 

“Thank you. l'Il see you at midnight.” 


* OK OOK OK 


Adam tried to shake off his annoyance. Despite telling 
them several times that she didn’t want to get involved with 
the PUP squad, Jennifer insisted on going with the pixie 
queen to speak with her daughter. Benjamin had taken one 
look at the anger on Adam’s and Thomas’s faces and 
immediately assigned them to the mission, also. 

So now they stood under the tree where only a few days 
ago he’d held his mate as they recovered from slip travel. 
He’d felt so happy for such a brief moment, yet it seemed a 
lifetime ago. Of course it didn’t help that now they stood 
here anxiously awaiting the arrival of a pixie who seemed to 
be Jennifer's new best friend. And it sure as hell didn’t help 
the tension level that the pixie queen was ten minutes late. 

“What do you think?” Benjamin asked him quietly, 
keeping his voice low but loud enough so that Jennifer could 
hear their discussion. 

“I think something’s gone wrong.” 

Brody nodded in agreement. “The question is what.” 

Jennifer looked worried. “She said midnight. Maybe she’s 
just been delayed.” But even as she said the words she 
didn’t seem convinced. 

“Did she give you any reason to think she might have 
difficulty getting away from the pixie castle?” 

“No,” Jennifer said. “She appeared quite relaxed about it. 
Like it wouldn’t be a big deal.” 

“Then we have to assume that something has gone 
wrong.” He dialed his cell phone. “Alex, has the pixie queen 
activated the tracking beacon?” He shook his head as he 
listened to the fire demon’s answer, and then turned and 
gave her a sympathetic look. “| hate to ask this of you, 
Jennifer, but is there any chance you feel sleepy? It might be 
our only way to figure out what’s going on.” 

Jennifer gave him a wry smile but nodded her head. “l 
can try.” 


“Thank y—” Benjamin cut his words off when the pixie 
queen stepped into view no more than ten feet away. 

“We need to go,” she said frantically as she glanced 
around the group. “Dragon, a vortex, please.” 

Brody glanced at Benjamin but did as the pixie queen 
asked. A moment later Adam got to remember just how 
unpleasant vortex travel really was. He breathed a sigh of 
relief to see Thomas steady enough on his feet to hold 
Jennifer up, but moved toward them when Thomas lowered 
himself and Jennifer both to the ground. Dragon vortex 
jumps were supposedly less nauseating than slip travel, but 
as bad as he was feeling at the moment, Adam wouldn’t 
attest to that. 

The pixie queen didn’t seem to have fared much better. 
“Thank you,” she said unsteadily as she lowered herself to 
the ground near Jennifer. “| apologize for bringing danger to 
your doorstep, but whatever is happening now seems to be 
directly related to the human women who were murdered.” 

Adam was a little surprised to hear the pixie refer to her 
own daughter’s actions as murder. He’d fully expected her 
to claim that her offspring had been assassinating humans 
for the greater good. 

“How much danger?” Benjamin asked without a hint of 
emotion. 

“I had two assassins chasing me through the slip paths. | 
am hoping that | lost them a slip path or two before | came 
to you, but | cannot be certain. They shouldn’t be able to 
follow a dragon jump vortex.” 

Adam nodded in agreement and glanced around their 
little group. There were seven of them all together. Adam, 
Benjamin, Thomas, Brody, Devlin, Jennifer, and the pixie 
queen, Emmallina. The only one who didn’t look green with 
travel sickness was Brody. Fortunately he was also aware 
enough of possible danger to have morphed into his dragon 
Shape the moment they were all through the vortex. 

“Why do you have assassins after you?” Jennifer asked, 
sounding bewildered. 


“That’s something I’m hoping my daughter can answer,” 
Emmallina said calmly. 

“Can they kill you?” Benjamin asked evenly. 

Emmallina glanced around the group before seeming to 
deem them trustworthy. Considering that pixies were 
literally believed to be indestructible by the wider 
paranormal population, an affirmative answer could be 
spilling even more pixie secrets. 

“| believe that you have already stumbled onto that 
answer, Benjamin. In miniature form we are far more 
vulnerable, and yes, in that state we can be killed. Many of 
my own people don’t even know that. I’m not sure my 
daughter even realizes how vulnerable she is.” 

Benjamin seemed to hesitate for a moment before 
asking, “Does living in miniature affect the pixie brain?” 

“In what way?” 

Again Benjamin hesitated and Adam realized there was 
no easy way to ask a mother if her daughter were crazy. 
“Has Connistanterina ever shown any signs of mental 
illness?” 

“None that | am aware of, but my husband and | both 
wondered if her killing spree was some sort of breakdown. 
My daughter can be arrogant, headstrong, and at times 
quite annoying, but she has always treated her assassin’s 
duties as a distasteful, yet necessary, part of paranormal 
life.” 

“Okay,” Benjamin said as he glanced around the area. 
“Which way, Brody?” 

“About four hundred yards south,” he said as he returned 
to his human-shaped form. Adam couldn’t help being a little 
envious that the guy could change back and already be fully 
clothed. Brody had once told him the clothes were a 
temporary illusion and not actually real, but it still meant he 
wasn’t standing naked in front of the rest of them. Not that 
Adam had anything against nudity, but it would have been 
convenient in times when dealing with, oh say, royalty. 


Thomas helped Jennifer to stand, so Adam went to assist 
the pixie queen. The woman wobbled as she stood up and 
wrapped both her hands around his elbow. 

“Thank you,” she said as they turned to follow Brody. “| 
apologize for putting your mate in danger. When | asked her 
to meet me, | didn’t expect to be fighting off assassins when 
| got there.” 

“| doubt that Jennifer has even given a thought to her 
own Safety,” he said quietly. “My guess is the woman is 
more worried about everyone else.” 

“Being a nurturer does seem to be a big part of her core 
personality,” Emmallina said with a secretive grin. 

Adam nodded. He could almost see her swollen with his 
and Thomas's children. Jennifer would make a wonderful 
mother, if they could only figure out a way for all three of 
them to be happy together. He tried to set the thought aside 
as he used his heightened werewolf senses to scan for 
danger, but he was still ruminating on the problem when 
they stepped into the safe house where Connistanterina was 
being held. 


* OK OOK OK 


Thomas nodded at the bullfrog sitting on the bench and 
hoped that Bull wouldn’t choose this moment to change into 
his human form. If there was one thing Thomas could 
guarantee, it was that the man had a penchant for hitting on 
any woman in the room. His frog prince claims were so 
annoying that one female vampire had even threatened to 
violently throw him against the wall as the princess had 
done in the original Grimm brothers’ version of the story. 
Disturbingly, his human appearance wasn’t much different 
to his frog shape—big, bloated, and slimy looking with a 
wide mouth and a personality to match. He was lucky he 
possessed the ability to go without sleep in his frog version, 
because without that rather unique talent of his shifter 
species it was unlikely the PUP squads would have put up 


with him for very long. There had been more than one joke 
about dumping him in the kitchen of a French restaurant. 

Thomas helped Emmallina onto the sofa and then went 
to retrieve the miniature pixie from the cupboard under the 
sink. It wasn’t exactly the best place to keep a prisoner, but 
they hadn’t yet found a way to transport her elsewhere 
without giving her a chance to “slip” away. 

Angus’s prototype was definitely promising, but until the 
portable ward field generator was subjected to more tests, it 
had been deemed not worth the risk. As soon as Thomas 
lifted the glass jar from under the sink the miniature pixie 
started ranting, throwing herself against the glass time and 
time again, her words barely loud enough for werewolf 
hearing, but her anger very clear. 

She stilled when she saw her mother sitting on the sofa. 

Brody placed a small speaker-type thing on the top of the 
jar and the pixie’s voice filled the room. 

“Mother?” she asked, sounding like a young child rather 
than the accomplished assassin that she truly was. “Get me 
out of here! These idiots are interfering in official PLA 
business. If they don’t get out of my way, l'Il fry their asses, 
too!” 

“Conni?” Emmallina asked, looking very worried. It 
wasn’t until Thomas heard the tone in Emmallina’s voice 
that he realized the miniature pixie was shaking. But it 
wasn’t from rage as he’d first suspected. Connistanterina’s 
eyes were sunken, her skin sallow, and her wings were 
hanging limply behind her. She actually looked kind of like a 
drug addict suffering from some pretty serious withdrawals. 
“How long were you on fireweed?” 

“Fireweed?” she shrieked as if the question were an 
insult. “I’ve never touched the stuff!” 

“I’m sorry, Conni, but you have been on it. Considering 
how long you’ve been missing, and the severity of your 
withdrawal, | would say you've been on it for many years.” 

“She wouldn’t do that to me,” Connistanterina said, but 
the words lacked conviction, and the pixie seemed to 


somehow deflate before their eyes. “She loves me. She 
wouldn’t do that to me.” 

“She who?” Emmallina asked softly. 

Connistanterina gave her a stubborn look, but then 
sighed as if she realized her mother would finally get the 
woman’s name from her. “Victoria. She’s a witch, but she 
loves me. She wouldn’t do this to me.” Connistanterina’s 
words seemed to be the automatic defense from someone 
who'd just discovered their loved one had betrayed them. 
But again her denial lacked conviction and Thomas was 
beginning to wonder if the pixie maybe considered it herself 
as the withdrawal symptoms had begun. Connistanterina 
scratched at her arm, apparently not noticing the severe 
welts that weren’t healing the way a healthy pixie should. 

“How long have you been together?” Emmallina asked, 
obviously trying to put her daughter at ease but at the same 
time get the answers they needed. 

“It would have been twenty-eight years last week, 
except...” 

“Except?” her mother asked, leaning closer to the jar, 
apparently trying to give Connistanterina the impression 
that they were having a mother-daughter talk without the 
audience. 

“Except that she didn’t come for me. She knows where | 
am. She always knows where | am. | don’t understand why 
she didn’t come for me.” 

Connistanterina glanced around as if finally remembering 
they weren’t in the room alone. “What did you do with her? 
You hurt her, didn’t you? She came for me and you killed 
her.” She started pacing around the inside of the jar, her 
tiny doll-sized movements very clearly telegraphing her 
agitation and her madness. “She was right! She told me this 
would happen. She told me humans would end up 
exterminating us. The Oracle had to die. She had to die 
slowly. She had to die painfully. And she had to die in a place 
where only Victoria could absorb her knowledge.” She 
continued pacing, her words becoming more insane, less 


coherent, her movements full of rage and fear. And then 
almost like a puppet with its strings cut, Connistanterina 
flopped to the bottom of the jar and started to cry. Her sobs 
were punctuated with words that seemed to suggest she’d 
failed her lover, that Victoria had abandoned her when she'd 
realized the information had gone to humans, and how 
she'd tried so desperately hard to make things right before 
anyone had found out. 

“Why did you burn them, Conni?” Emmallina asked 
calmly as her daughter continued to cry hysterically. Amid 
tears, sobs, and halting breaths the miniature pixie finally 
told them enough to piece the answer together. 

Because it’s the only way to stop an Oracle from passing 
her information to the next chosen one. 


x k OOK * 


Jennifer shook violently in her lovers’ combined embrace. 
Never had she witnessed such a heart-wrenching tragedy 
unfold right in front of her. 

And she’d never in her life felt so helpless. 

Even hours later, with Emmallina and her daughter both 
in protective custody, the mission briefing completed, and 
the most logical conclusions drawn, Jennifer couldn’t stop 
reacting to the assassin’s emotional breakdown. It seemed 
clear that the unknown “Victoria” had used Connistanterina 
for her own purposes for many years. 

It wasn’t known how long she'd been force-fed the 
paranormal drug known as fireweed, but it seemed likely 
that it had been for many, many years, maybe all of the 
years Connistanterina had believed herself in love with 
Victoria. 

Adam and Thomas had held Jennifer close through it all, 
giving her comfort as she struggled to cope with everything 
that had happened. It was in her nature to fix things, but 
being faced with something as irreversible as Emmallina 
was now trying to cope with was heartbreaking. 


But it did ram home one very important fact. 

Life could change in a heartbeat. Determined to 
overcome her fear once and for all and reach for what she 
wanted, Jennifer asked the question that had been on her 
mind for several days now. 

“Does it hurt to become a werewolf?” 


KOK OOK OK 


Thomas tried not to react in a physical way, but surely 
even a human could hear the sudden pounding of his heart. 
This was the first time Jennifer had even acknowledged their 
offer to make her a wolf, and he could feel every muscle in 
his body pulling tight with tension. Hell, he hoped this 
meant what he thought it meant. It seemed almost funny 
that he could want something so desperately even though 
he’d tried to deny their connection and walk away months 
ago. 

“| don’t think so,” Adam said in a calmer voice than 
Thomas could have mustered. “Most humans remember the 
double bite as being uncomfortable, but they tend to sleep 
Straight after so the sensation is short lived.” He smoothed 
the hair away from her eyes as she finally stopped shivering 
in their embrace. “The last human to be made a wolf in our 
pack was a man named Cal. We could go speak to him if you 
like.” 

Thomas desperately wanted to introduce Jennifer to the 
rest of the pack, but he didn’t want to overwhelm her with 
the idea of so many people both he and Adam considered 
family just yet. 

“ld like that,” she said shyly. “Do | have to pass some 
sort of test or something to become a werewolf? | mean is 
there something like a citizenship exam or learning course 
that | would need to do before | became one of the pack?” 

“Like Introductory Werewolf 101?” Adam asked with a 
soft laugh in his voice. 


Jennifer laughed with him, and Thomas pulled her closer, 
tucking her back against his front and sighing with 
contentment. He was probably coming off as a complete 
wimp, but the giddy relief running through him that their 
woman was at least considering joining her life with theirs 
was playing havoc with his reactions. 

“Not really anything formal,” Adam said, smiling as if 
they weren’t talking about the most important decision in 
their lives. “Traditionally, the change is done by the pack 
aloha and your mate, but since you’ve got two mates, it'll 
be the two of us who bite you.” 

“And then we'll be able to have a family?” she asked 
earnestly. 

“Yes,” Adam answered with a smile wider than Thomas 
had ever seen on his packmate’s face. 

“How soon can we organize a visit to your family?” 

“Whenever you're ready,” Thomas said carefully. It had 
only just occurred to him that Jennifer’s choices may be a 
knee-jerk reaction to everything that had happened earlier 
today. 

“I’m ready now,” she said, turning her head to look up at 
him. 

“Maybe we should wait,” Thomas said haltingly. Adam 
gave him an incredulous look and seemed angry enough to 
kick him. Jennifer just looked hurt. Thomas scrubbed a hand 
over his eyes. “Shit, sorry.” He rolled Jennifer over so that he 
could see her face more fully. “What | mean is you’ve had a 
rough few days. We don’t have to make any decisions right 
now. Adam and | aren’t going anywhere and were both 
willing to wait until you’re one hundred percent sure that a 
life with us is what you want.” 

“lam one hundred percent sure,” she said, reaching over 
to touch his face with her hand. “I’m not denying what 
happened with Emmallina and her daughter didn’t affect 
me, but it did highlight that life is constantly changing. I’m 
not silly enough to believe that a relationship will be all 
sunshine and roses. Marriage is a never-ending flow of 


change and acceptance and growth...and compromise. The 
only thing we can know for certain is that we are all willing 
to work together to make things work.” She reached up and 
pressed a kiss to his lips. “I don’t want to wake up one day 
and regret that | never tried to overcome my fears. Im 
willing to make that leap of faith because you’re both worth 
it.” 

His chest swelled with pride. His woman was an 
incredible human, and she would make a valuable addition 
to any family, pack, or PUP squad she chose to join. “| 
promise to do everything | can to make certain you never 
regret putting your faith in us. | love you, Jennifer.” 

“Same here,” Adam said, pressing a playful kiss to her 
neck as he pulled her into his embrace. “Now,” he said with 
a mischievous grin, “it’s barely three in the afternoon, and 
your sister won’t be up for at least three more hours, so we 
can’t go tell her the good news. Whatever shall we do with 
the time?” 

Jennifer wriggled in his arms, pressing back against his 
groin as she winked at Thomas. 

“| suppose we could play a card game,” she said with a 
wide smile. 

“As long as it’s poke-her,” Adam said with a laugh. Both 
Thomas and Jennifer groaned at the silly pun, but Adam 
smiled unrepentantly and started tickling their mate. She 
shrieked with laughter, wriggling closer to Thomas even as 
Adam pulled her away. 

And suddenly it seemed so simple. None of the reasons 
he, Adam, or Jennifer had come up with meant a damn 
thing. They loved each other. It was as pure and as simple 
as that. 

Each day of life was precious. 

And he didn’t want to miss a moment. 


Epilogue 


Emmallina watched over her daughter as the woman 
Slept fitfully. Benjamin had proven he was the good man 
she'd believed him to be by calling in a favor from one of his 
friends, a doctor and bear-shifter called Eric. The doctor had 
confessed knowing very little about fireweed and its side 
effects—especially on pixies—but had promised to learn as 
much as he could without sending up alarm bells. He’d 
treated Connistanterina for exhaustion and given her a 
sedative to help her sleep. 

It was disturbing that a full-grown pixie could be so 
vulnerable. Pixies had such an efficient self-healing physique 
that they didn’t even have doctors or medical people in 
pixie society. The closest they had were midwives to help 
with the birthing of babies, but even then they were more of 
a cheer squad than a necessity in any medical sense of the 
word. With both mother and child capable of self- 
regeneration should something go wrong, many pixies 
simply thought of midwives as the people who cleaned up 
the mess after the baby was born. 

But now, thanks to medical intervention, her daughter 
lay quietly on the pillow beside Emmallina, her tiny doll- 
sized body finally still. The nervous twitching had been quite 
hard for a mother to watch, but the miniscule dose of 
sedative Eric had given her seemed to have worked. 

Emmallina let her mind wander as she watched over her 
daughter, the love that Jennifer and her mates had for each 
other washing over her. It was sad that by becoming a 
werewolf Emmallina would lose track of the lovely human, 
but the woman deserved to be happy. Very, very happy. Lost 
in her contemplation of a love so rare and pure, it took 
Emmallina a moment to realize that Connistanterina was 
looking at her with widened eyes. She looked almost as if 
she'd only just realized her mother was in the room. 

“Mother?” 


The word was barely there, but Emmallina nodded and 
reached over to get the speaker-type device that Benjamin 
had given her. 

“How did you find me?” Even through the speaker the 
words were weak, but for the first time in many years 
Connistanterina sounded like the child Emmallina had raised 
and not the angry woman she'd become. 

“It’s not important now. Just try to get some rest.” 

“I feel like I’ve been hit with a hammer.” 

“Its the withdrawal from the drugs. The doctor 
suggested that maybe the fireweed was implanted under 
your skin so that your pixie constitution didn’t have a 
chance to neutralize it. We can only speculate why the 
implant didn’t burn up with the rest of your body each time 
you were incinerated, but the last time when they glued 
down your ashes, it finally seemed to have been removed.” 
She leaned over and straightened the pillow slightly so that 
her daughter wouldn't fall off. “But it would seem that in 
miniature form your immune system hasn’t been able to 
recover from the withdrawal.” Connistanterina gave her a 
horrified look and it was all Emmallina could do not to lift 
her daughter into her arms and hold her tight like she’d 
done when she was a young child. 

But the look slowly faded and Connistanterina settled 
again. She seemed to be almost asleep until she jolted and 
sat up in a panic once more. 

“She knows about you,” 
knows.” 

“I’m sure she does,” Emmallina said calmly. She was the 
queen of the pixies. Everyone knew she was 
Connistanterina’s mother. 

“No,” Connistanterina said, shaking her head violently. 
“She knows about you. She knows you're the Oracle for 
humans and vampires.” 

Emmallina tried not to react. She’d spent her lifetime 
carefully protecting that secret. There was no way Victoria 
or her daughter could know. Only Jennifer and a few trusted 


She blurted fearfully. “Victoria 


souls from PUP Squad Alpha knew what she really was, and 
they’d known for only a few days. Not even her husband 
knew she was an Oracle. 

“How could she know?” Emmallina asked, trying to keep 
the fear from her voice. Even if there had been a breach in 
Benjamin’s security and Victoria somehow knew now, there 
was no way Connistanterina would know that she knew. It 
seemed clear that Victoria knew about Emmallina being an 
Oracle long before Jennifer had accidentally gleaned it from 
Emmallina’s dreamwalking. Connistanterina seemed to be 
fighting sleep once more, but this was too important to just 
let go. Emmallina had to know how Victoria had learned who 
she really was. “Conni, how could she know?” 

Connistanterina roused slightly, her words slurred, barely 
picked up by the amplifier beside her. “Because,” she said 
as she rolled onto her side and fluttered her wings to get 
comfortable, “she’s the Oracle for pixies and demons.” 


THE END 
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